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THE STORY OF QUEEN ISABEL. 

?N the grey halls of Hugh de Lusignan 
Dwelt Princess Isabel, too wild a bird 
For such a cage, for she was scarce 
fifteen ; 

Life quiver'd like a rosebud in her hand. 
Showing the bloom and fragrance at its heart 
Through films of beauty, not as yet withdrawn, 
Waiting a warmer touch. She was betroth'd 
To Hugh, and by the manner of the time 
Bred in his house, that she might learn his ways, 
Make her smooth brow a mirror for his smile, 
And practise, ere she vow'd, a wife's submission. 
Wives should have grown all perfect by such 

practice. 
Perhaps they wearied in the exercise, 

B 
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Like children only trained by scales and chords, 
Who, grown, fling by their music as a task, 
The secrets of its glory still unlearn'd. 

She fluttered through the household like a breeze 
That brings a blossom down at every breath. 
And makes an ordered walk impossible ; 
The strong tree feels it stir about his heart, 
And moves his stately arms to hold it fast, 
But it flits on, to ruffle some lone pool 
Or dust a swallow's wing. 

Under the curve 
Of the dark portal, on his steed. Sir Hugh 
Sate like a picture, half his calm face light, 
Half shadow, framed in azure sheens of steel. 
And crown'd with plumes that scarcely mbved, he 

sate 
So still ; but in his eyes the shadow fixM, 
And seem'd the symbol of an inward gloom ; 
For he had pour'd his heart in one farewell, 
Going to war, and on its flood a frost 
Had fallen — I know not how — a look, a tone, 
A touch, a silence — life is full of such. 
Full till it overflows, and drops itself 
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At last into the tranquil depths of death. 

You would have wonder'd at his face, it seem'd 

Too grand to be so troubled ; but a rock, 

Scorning the strokes of ocean, will grow dark 

Under the passage of an April cloud, 

And such a cloud was on his spirit now. 

It pass'd. What wrought the change? It could 

not be 
This spray of myrtle striking on his breast. 
Blown by the wind, or toss'd from some gay hand 
Which closed the lattice as the flower came down. 
And, closing, hid a flash of smiles ? What spell 
Is in the blossom, that he takes it up. 
Talks to it with the rapture of his eyes. 
Kisses it like a relic, and receives 
Life, grace, hope, pardon from the kiss ? Ask not ! 
Nor let him ask ! But let him ride away, 
And let it lie as soflly on his heart 
As the first breath of some delicious hope 
Long look*d for, ofl refused, coming at last, 
And haird almost with pain ! Yes, let him go, 
And feed and fill the passion of his soul 
With thoughts which answer to his own, and eyes 
Which speak his language, and dream-histories 
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Most strong and subtle in their linked proofs ; 
Making it clear that what he saw was false, 
And what he dreams is true for evermore. 

And Isabel, who threw the flower, and shut 
The casement, and stood still, nor once look'd forth 
To watch the parting hero, shook her curls, 
And laugh'd, and told her image in the glass 
It was a fault to be so beautiful. 
Her maid had told her so, and, sooth to say, 
If such a fault there be, she was most guilty ; 
For, not the glory of her face, the mould 
Like some young sister of Antinous, 
The deep eyes, whose capacity for tears 
Life had not tested yet, the perfect lips 
Made for soul-utterance, when the soul should wake. 
Not these alone, but something more than these 
Bewildered and enchain'd you when she moved, 
Making you think that all things fair on earth, 
All woodland vaults, and mountain solitudes. 
All sunset grandeurs, and all morning blooms. 
Were meant as frames and backgrounds for her form, 
And, till she took her place, were not complete. 

She stood and listen'd, arching one small hand 
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About her ear^ like some most delicate shelly 
And smiling^ as she gather'd in the sounds 
Not of those parting footsteps. " O ! Isaure, 
Think you he cometh?" And Isaure replied, 
" How could he choose but come ?" "I do not 

know — 
Was it a fault to answer when he spoke ? 
I could not help it, if it was a fault." 
" Nay, sweetest lady," quoth the false Isaure, 
" 'Twas simple courtesy. I neyer saw, 
Not I, such reverence as his. He seem'd 
To think you born a queen. He would not chide 
The lovely starts and freedoms of your youth 
With that relentless pertinacious frown 
Which marks you as a slave whene'er you speak. 
Did you not see his rapture when you smiled?" 
Hanging her head, she answer' d, " No — I think 
I should not know him — I scarce saw his face." 
" How ? Not his great black eyes ?" " Black 

eyes," she cried. 
Lifting an angry brow ; " Girl, they were blue ! 
Blue as these sapphires on my wrist ! " But here 
A glance shot past her from the false Isaure, 
Which clearly met its answer. Isabel, 
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With a faint outcry, like a frighten'd bird, 
Dropp'd on her knees, dared not look round, but 

crouch'd 
As if to hide herself beneath her hair, 
And spread her hands before her face — weak fence. 
Soon sever'd ! One strong finger broke it down. 
And, gathered in the grasp of him who stoop'd 
Above her, and uplifted her, she seem'd. 
Indeed, a little fluttering frighten'd dove 
In a hawk's clutch. But this triumphant hawk 
Could sing as sweetly as a nightingale 
To charm his willing prey. 

He was a man 
In the fresh noon of life, large-limb'd and tall, 
Broad-brow'd and stately — with imperial eyes — 
He had them from the old Plantagenets, 
And had not so misused the legacy 
As quite to mar it yet — though nought was left 
But a king's semblance masking a churl's heart. 
Poor Isabel, who worshipp'd what she saw, 
Child Isabel, who saw but what she worshipp'd, 
Now, trembling at his touch, but not with fear, 
Murmur'd proud words, and thought she conquer'd 

him 
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When he drew back abash'd. She could not trace 
The subtle smile in his accustom'd eyes, 
And, in his homage, she forgave herself 
For overboldness, as he knew she would. 
Then came the common tale, — " I die without thee. 
And death is better than to live without thee !" 
" Ah go — I must not listen ! " " Then farewell ; 
Nor sight nor hearing shall offend thee more. 
But grant my grave a tear ! " Fast come the tears ; 
So fast, he needs must stay to wipe them off. 
And then strong words — " A crown is at thy feet ! 
Speak, and I set it on thy brow !" And then — 
Why linger on the way ? The end is known ! 
Pledged by each weak reluctance, she resists 
Only to yield. " It is impossible ! " 
" Nay, nay, my love, the steeds are at the door," 
" I could not go alone." " Isaure is here." 
(Fond false Isaure would guard her through the 

world.) 
" But how disguised ?" And while she speaks, the 

folds 
Are wrapp'd around her. So a life is lost ! 
Her foot is on the downward slope of doom, 
Exulting, weeping, confident, afraid, 
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She trusts — she ventures — she is at the foot ! 
And so Prince John of England steals his bride. 
O, Isabel ! one throb of that true heart 
Which heaves in hope beneath thy myrtle spray 
Is more than this man's life. Thou know'st it not. 
We seldom know the worth of what we lose 
Till we have lost it ; but that man is blest 
Who from the desolate caverns of the night 
Looks back to the far morning, and beholds 
A flower which died upon his heart, and not 
A star which only pass'd before his face. 
There are such things as empty lives, and these 
Are drearier than full tombs. 

A day and night 
They rode together, each swift hour more rich 
In tender thought and wonder than the last ; 
Her dreams had all been vague ; and now she 

dream'd 
This bright reality should teach her all. 
For she knew nothing— judged not — but received. 
He smiled, and " So," she thought, " a hero smiles." 
He spoke, she listened greedily, to learn 
The way in which a model knight made love ; 
He swore a little when his courser tripp'd. 



The Story of Queen Isabel. 9 

And " This," she thought, " is done by angry kings, 
I must not heed it." So she questioned not, 
Miss'd not, expected not, but still received ; 
Till once his bold eyes burn'd upon her face 
So fiercely, that she shrank and dropp'd her veil. 
And trembled inwardly a little while. 
Then to herself said, chiding, " This is love. 
I have been told I am too young for love ; 
When I am older, I shall bear it better ; 
But I am not too young to wear a crown. 
And be a prince's bride." 

So they rode on. 
And came to Chaluz, to the English camp, — 
A town of tents, wrapt round about a fort. 
Like a white turban round a swarthy brow. 
" And here," so said the prince, " King Richard lay. 
That warrior of the world, who never slept, 
Sieging and storming Chaluz for his pastime. 
And here the prince would bring his lovely bride, 
And give her to his sister-queen, to keep 
Till Chaluz fell, and they could wed in peace." 
All this was true. (When John of England spake. 
Full seldom could men say, " All this is true.") 
But Isabel was royal ; unbetroth'd. 
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He might have woo'd her in the face of day ; 
He dared not wrong her. His unknightly heart, 
(Cold, mean, and scanty, as a pauper's dole,) 
Knew one deep fire — besides the hunger-fit, 
Which he call'd love till it was satisfied. 
And then call'd nothing! — one deep quenchless 

fire, — 
Hatred and scorn for noble Lusignan. 
Judge no man by his love ; 'tis oft a shape 
So mantled in his hopes, he cannot see it 
For what it is ; but judge him by his hate : 
If he shrink back from generous souls, and find 
Specks in the sun, and stains upon the snow ; 
If great deeds warm him not, and stirring words. 
Words that are weapons, only arm his heart 
With unbelief, condemn him ! He is dark. 
He hates the light because his deeds are evil. 
He is impure, and cannot look on God. 

They came to Chaluz as the twilight fell. 
And found a stir and tumult in the camp. 
But not of battle, and a noise of tears, 
(Strange music stealing through those banner'd 
lines). 
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And such a wan array of soldier-faces. 
Wide-eyed, mute, mournful, wheresoe'er they 

moved, 
That it appall'd them like a spectral host 
New-ris'n by moonlight, and the prince's voice 
Stopp'd in his throat. But lo ! one caught his rein 
With, " Prince, the king is dying !" and another 
Cried, " King that is to be, in one short hour, 
Remember that I hail'd you first as king.'* 
He, trembling, from his horse, and scarce aware 
Of the slight form that flutter'd to his side, 
(His gather'd rose forgotten, when the blast 
Once touch'd himself), went onward to the tent. 
And in, she still beside him. Afterward 
The knights remember'd they had seen her there. 
And marvell'd why they marvell'd not ; they felt 
Such palsy of amazement and distress. 
That, as a cup receives wine, milk, oil, poison, 
And holds them all alike, and has no sense 
Of difference among them, so their eyes 
Perceived all objects, and distinguish'd none. 
None save that grand still face, from which the cloud 
Of life was slowly passing, to reveal 
Light never seen till now. 
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In the tent-door 
Stood Isabel, and saw the dying king. 
He, on his couch, an arrow in his breast, 
Kept down his pain as though it were his foe, 
And gazed, unshaken, in the eyes of Death. 
She heard him speak. There stood an archer bound. 
At his bed-foot, defiant, in the gripe 
Of men whose faces thirsted for his blood, 
Scarce able to restrain themselves, and wait 
His sentence ; this was he who slew the king ; 
And the king spoke his doom. " Take him away, 
And set him free, I freely pardon him." 
They dragg'd him forth. Then was the place made 

calm 
Except for grief; and the king smiled, and waved 
His strong hand feebly, and, with steady voice. 
Slow dying into silence like a horn, 
Said : " Farewell, England ! farewell, all my 

knights ! 
Remember me in battle, as a man 
Who never tum'd his back, nor broke his faith. 
Nor fail'd to spare the weak. I have not shaped 
A Law to keep my name for after-times. 
As on a throne, above the minds of men ; 
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But Man is more thaw Law, and I may leave 
Some impress of myself upon the world, 
One poor brief life, helping to feed the flame 
Of chivalry, and keep alive the truth 
That courage, honour, mercy, make a knight." 
Here paused the stately sound, and then resumed 
More softly : " Do not weep. O, die with me, 
But do not hold me back ! I cannot die 
With all this weight of tears about my heart." 
And low sobs answer'd through the stillness, yet 
You could not see who wept. Then stretch'd the 

king 
His arms, and cried : '^ I see, I see a Cross 
Beneath the palms. O, weary waste of sand ! 
O, Cross, my home ! let me lie down and sleep 
At Thy dear foot, and dream of deeds to come. 
Forgetting all the feeble, sinful past ! 
Father, forgive me ! Is my brother there ? 
Let some one tell him to be true to England. 
Where is my sword ? This trumpet in mine ears, 
So far, so faint, is yet a call to war — 
To horse ! To horse ! " Erect he sate, and shook 
His sword, cried : " God for England ! " and was 
dead. 
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Then from the floor a woman rose, and stood 
A moment, swaying, like a wind-swept reed, 
And stared upon the corpse, and touch'd its hand 
"With passionate lips, and groan'd, and moved away, 
While the knights naurmur'd : " Passage for the 

queen." 
Out of the tent she pass'd, her garments brush'd 
By Isabel, and, while a heart beats ten. 
The two stood face to face, as if i' the west 
The grief and darkness of a night of storms 
Fronted the morning's joy. Another dawn 
Glisten'd in Isabel's unconscious eyes. 
For she had look'd upon a great man's death. 
And she was changed. There is a day in Spring 
When under all the earth the secret germs 
Begin to stir and glow before they bud ; 
The wealth and festal pomps of Midsummer 
Lie in the heart of that inglorious day, 
Which no man names with blessing, though its work 
Is blest by all the world. Such days there are 
In the slow story of the growth of souls. 
And such a day was this for Isabel. 

Then came a time of tumult. Knight by knight 
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To their new lord did homage ; jubilee 

Blent strangely with the sights and sounds of woe, 

As if some scoffer play'd a light lavolte 

To mock a funeral. Not an hour stay'd John 

Beside his brother's couch ; with shaking hands 

He took the proffered crown ; and with white lips, 

Widening in shallow laughter, mutter'd words 

Of welcome to his vassals' fealty. 

She who stood near him thought his heait was moved 

By some strong shock of crossing waves, which 

meet 
And shatter into trifles of mere spray. 
It was not so. His was a coward soul. 
Afraid of all but pleasure ; shuddering 
At life, or death, or greatness, or repose ; 
He made her sit beside him, and rejoiced 
To read the wonder of her loveliness 
In the first glance and start of all who came ; 
He made them kiss her hand, and for an hour 
Reveird in sufferance of such petty homage. 
Like one who shows a priceless gem, that men 
May covet it ; then in a sudden wrath 
He snatch'd her fingers from the lip of one 
Who knelt, and toss'd them from him with an oath 
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Hard as a blow^ and sent her to her maids. 
Yet when he saw her next, he knew so well 
To speak of passion and of reverence, 
To turn his anger on the knight, whose lips 
Were something over-busy with her hand, 
That her proud heart, bewildered but appeased, 
Misdeem'd him still her lover, and forgave 
The natural, noble jealousies of love. 
O, new to love and life ! thine ignorance 
Melts slowly into knowledge ; twice perhaps 
Thou mayst be cheated with a lie — ^aye, thrice — 
Not oftener ; thou shalt stretch thy hand to feel 
For the quick pulses of a fellow-heart, 
And find a blank, and know thyself deceived. 

The Queen, a four-days wife, and panting still 
Up to her neck in splendours, sate enthroned 
Her lord beside her, on a gala day. 
To see the people come, and go — and smile 
Like a mere goddess o'er the human scene. 
Her girlish thoughts were lower than her throne, 
Playing, like children, on the swarded slopes, 
Hiding in leafy nests, or dancing forth 
Like May-flies on quick waters ; but the crown 
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Wliich girt her brow, was scarce a stronger ring 
Than that wherewith her pride had fenced her youth, 
And she sate still, in patient stateliness. 
There came a herald to the presence, sent 
She knew not whence, but something in his face, 
Lifted from due obeisance, as he look'd 
Into her careless eyes before he spoke, 
Hath made her start and blush. Yet in that look 
No insult lurk'd ; it seem'd a mute appeal. 
Like a true hound inquiring for his master. 
Three times a horn was winded, then he spoke : — 
" John, King of England, listen to my voice. 
The noble Marcher, Hugh de Lusignan, 
Hath sent me here to challenge and defy thee. 
And scorn thee for a caitiff, to the face j 
For that thou didst, not openly by daylight. 
But with base subterfuge and craft unknightly. 
Steal a great treasure from him, which to name 
He thinks unseemly ; but for which he lived, 
And is prepared to die. There lies his gage ! 
At any hour, in any place, by day 
Or night, in France or England, he will meet thee. 
And prove his words upon thy recreant body." 
He drew his clashing gauntlet off, and paused 
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As if about to hurl it at the king, 

Who shrank and raised his hand. The herald 

laugh'd, 
And flung it at his feet. King John, being safe, 
Sneer'd as he answer'd, — " Go, and tell thy lord 
That if he is so lavish of his blood, 
I will appoint a man to fight with him, 
He is too small for me. Let the glove lie." 
This to his knights, who all had drawn their swords. 
And were contending which should lift the glove, 
After the English manner ; knowing not 
The cause of strife, but eager to be in it. 
Thus curb'd, they follow him with frowning eyes 
And fingers restless at their hilts ; but he 
Cried, " Now to tennis ! " and broke up the court 
As lightly as a maid. The queen stood still 
Like one who hath been struck, who knows not yet 
Where is the blow, or what the pain, but feels 
A certain chillness in the heart and brain. 
As if life paused a little while and doubted 
Whether it should resume its course. But then. 
As a branch stoops with over-weight of snow. 
Lets down its burden, and starts back again 
Noiselessly and unwounded to its place. 
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She dropp'd the cold oppression from her heart, 
And rose, and seem'd unscathed. The herald faced 

her, 
Reading her with his eyes, they two alone. 
Till, like a whirlwind, sprang the wrathful king 
Back to her side, and caught her by the wrist. 
With, " Madam, came this messenger for you ? 
What ? Will you shame me here before my court ? 
Hence ! to your chamber ! " Not a step she moved. 
But, when he loosed his grasp, she laid her hands 
Upon his breast, and pierced him with her eyes. 
And whisper'd, " Shall men say you were afraid?" 
" Why, aye, my love, they must an if they list," 
He answer'd lightly, in a heartless jest 
Quenching his ire. " And if you want a hero. 
You should have stay'd beside the Marcher Hugh, 
Who hath a gift that way. He does not risk 
So great a kingdom and so fair a wife, 
And can be valiant at a cheaper rate." 
Mocking, he went. Her maidens gathered round 
To lead her in, but with a cry, she cast 
Her face upon the bosom of Isaure ; 
A cry, as of a woman robb'd and wrong'd 
Who knows her rage is helpless, and consents 
To her despair. 
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Not undeceived at once 
Do hearts give up their idols ; many shifts 
They try to cheat themselves ; and, oft repulsed, 
Creep back like beaten slaves. Blank wonder first. 
Then unbelief and obstinate conftision ; 
Then, shock by shock, resisted horror came 
Slowly, with many an after-thought of how 
And why the vileness was not what it seem'd, 
And hers the blunder, but not his the shame. 
But in a year the lesson was complete ; 
Henceforth the lustre of her youth and crown 
Shone on a widow's brow for evermore. 
Yet, half a child, she found a foolish charm 
In gems and unfamiliar gauds of state. 
And the mere marvel of her loveliness ; 
Or drugg'd herself with pleasure, till she saw 
Only unreal shapes and fantasies, 
And, for a space, forgot the Facts of life. 
In such brief intervals her anguish slept, 
Then sprang on her refreshed. Meantime, her heart 
Kept still an inner chamber, whose barr'd door 
She dared not open, but within there dwelt 
A Memory and a Name. As piece by piece. 
And hue by hue, the glories and the gifts 
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Wherewith her blind belief had robed the King 
Were rent away, they pass'd within that door, 
And gathered round that Name and Memory, 
And were in their own place. She knew them there. 
But tried to keep the secret from herself, 
And would not look upon them. 

This dark year 
Was spent in England, where the people loved 
To look on her great beauty, and believed 
She must be happy, being born in France, 
And yet so blest as to be Queen of England. 
They served her with a blunter courtesy 
Than her own race, yet would have died for her 
Under less challenge. Shrinkingly she felt 
The keenness of their island atmosphere. 
Where every deed must bear the test of scorn. 
Ere it have leave to call itself a deed ; 
And marvell'd at achievements, where attempts 
Were so discouraged. Such a discipline 
Makes greatness surly, so inured to strife. 
That scarcely is it capable of peace ; 
But such a discipline makes greatness strong. 
Under its knife the weaker buds fall off 
And perish, while the central stem is left 
Bare, but gigantic. 
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When the year was gone, 
The king went back to France. A blacker time 
Drew nigh ; we need not tell in English ears 
The story of Prince Arthur. Day by day 
Heard Isabel how Hugh de Lusignan 
Was as a sword in royal Arthur's hand, 
And in his breast a soul ; the noise of fame 
Filling the general ear, had still for her 
His accents, and she knew his master-touch 
In each great deed, each page of chivalry, — 
Fresh wreaths to fling before that secret shrine. 
From which she tum'd away her face. At last 
One drop of old Plantagenet was found 
Lurking in John's cold veins, and his heart beat. 
For just a moment, with the lion-pulse 
Of his dead brother. England answered it. 
And, with a bound, brought down the foe. The 

queen 
Heard in her bower at Rouen, and went forth 
With thoughts unspoken burning on her cheeks 
To greet the victor, who, exhausted, came 
From his first conquest, bringing in his train 
One captive, stately in his first defeat. 
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A three weeks' royal progress through the land 
They went, with palfreys and with pursuivants ; 
Free banners waved, and clarions spake to lutes. 
And silken splendours made the winding roads 
Rivers of gems and flowers. Each mom the queen 
Did poise the airy grandeur of her shape 
On a new steed ; the wayside seem'd all eyes, 
The wind all acclamation. Proud she sate. 
And with a forward gaze that never swerved, 
Greeted the crowds to come, but scarcely seem'd 
To see them when they passed. Behind her rode 
A great array of cavaliers and dames. 
And after them the captives, two and two, 
Chain'd in vile tumbrils, twenty gallant knights 
To swell the pomp, and show the doubting world 
That even King John had won a battle once. 
Bareheaded, in their stain'd and batter'd mail. 
Ashamed, as beaten soldiers are ashamed. 
Haggard with wrath, and hunger, and disdain, 
Each man of them look'd twice as much a king 
As their soft captor. Never saw the queen 
A face among them, for she fear'd too much 
To see the face of One ; but evermore 
A dream of pallid heroes vex'd her soul ; 
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Till, having sigh'd through many restless nights, 
She could endure no more, but suddenly 
Wroth that her asking eyes had no response. 
Cried, " Have you seen him ? " to fond false Isaure, 
Who knew her drift, but would not seem to know it. 
Dreading the end, and so made doubtful answer : 
" Seen whom? The king?" Girl Isabel, abash'd, 
Tum'd from her and was dumb. Your foot may 

quench 
A feeble flame ; but if the flame be strong. 
Trodden, it starts anew. For two days more 
The trouble smoulder'd, then broke out again. 
The page who led her palfrey (one more Spring 
Had touch'd his brow than hers), who worshipped 

her 
With tender desperation, like a boy. 
Seeking no guerdon but a smile, and dying 
In fancy for that guerdon thrice a day, 
Mark'd every flush that cross'd her fading cheek. 
And silently beset her as she went 
With ceaseless profiers of himself. At last. 
She bade him fetch a cup of wine, and he 
Giving it, breathless, to her hand, was brought 
Close to her, and could feel the faintest air 
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That pass'd her lips ; then she^ who did not know 
' She was ahout to speak till she had spoken^ 
Said, " Would the captive knights were so re- 

fresh'd!" 
And put the goblet from her with a sigh. 
Then for a week he walk'd beside her rein 
With tidings in his face, but never spoke. 
Until he heard her jesting with her maids. 
Saying, she prized a book above a friend, 
Because it talk'd to her when she was mute ; 
" But a queen's friend," she said, " is ever mute 
Till the queen talks." When next he lifted her 
Upon her steed, he said, " They thank your Grace 
For daily benefits." The colour rush'd 
Out of her face. That white and speechless answer 
Was all she gave ; and through that summer's day 
She look'd not on him once. Next morn, her hand 
Trembled a little on his arm ; he felt. 
And answer'd, " Tis your mercy spares their lives ; 
For wounds, and weariness, and scanty food 
Were slaying them before." Too young she was 
To keep her marble majesty unmoved. 
And at these words she wept. 'Twas well for him 
The king rode up just then. A moment more. 
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And his mad pity had betray'd them both. 

Thenceforward, duly with the morn, he spoke. 

Like a wild deer, which, being tamed, looks first 

And flies, then looks and lingers, and at last 

Looks and draws near, she leam'd to meet his eyes 

And bear them, and at last respond to them ; 

A glance, a tear of thanks, a word of ruth, 

No more ; nor ever pass'd a name her lips 

Nor his — he ignorant, and she afraid. 

He, counting all for common tenderness 

Of natural pity, pour'd alike on all ; 

She, owning nought but pity to herself. 

Not owning that she pitied all for one. 

And thus again to England, whose white cliffs 

Seem'd once like bridal draperies, but now 

Merely like shrouds of death. The captives went 

To their own places ; to their separate glooms, 

Uncheer'd by glance, or hand, or hope ; to brood 

On those impossible glories of the past. 

When they might touch the grass, and see the sky. 

And do the work of men. But manly work 

Is sometimes in a prison, where no fault 

Has cast a great one, for his greatness smitten ; 

Where his calm eyes, not troubled by mere pain, 
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Look through a past so glorious and so pure. 
That, crown'd by its undying light, he seems 
To wear his sorrow like a monarch's robe. 
There shall the love of nations cleave to him, 
And men shall watch his prison as they watch 
A beacon in the tempest, teaching them 
By its true fire, the way that they should go. 
His name shall be the trophy of his age, 
When one man lived who lived not for himself, 
But only for his country. 

On the queen 
Great darkness settled. First, the common air 
Groan'd with the death of Arthur. No man told 
The news before her, but it came to her 
Silently, like a breath of pestilence, 
Sapping her life. She ask'd not, but she knew 
How it befell ; and shudder'd when she took 
Her place beside her lord, and ever dream' d. 
Through all the senseless splendours of her court. 
Of lonely cells, to which that news must come, 
Breaking brave hearts. Then tardily came up 
Vague notes of scatter'd sorrow from those cells. 
And here and there she heard how one was dead. 
Dying of grief, or want, or solitude. 
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Men said not which. As one who walks the shore 
After a tempest, where a wreck hath been, 
And knows that one he loved was in the ship, 
And sees the blind sea cast her corpses up. 
And dares not lift the tangle from the face 
Lest he should see the face he fears to see ; 
But lingers near, until some passer says, 
By such a sign, or such, it is not he. 
Then to the next goes, trembling — so she heard 
Each death ; and, fearing till she heard the name, 
Pass'd on to a new fear. At last her heart 
Grave way within her, and she sought a place 
To weep, and there she communed with herself. 

" Shall this go on for ever ? Can a child 
(I was no more) have leave to bar itself 
From all fair heritage of life ? My youth 
Lies spread before me like a desert. There 
I must walk on until I meet with death, 
And never stay my feet nor slake my thirst. 
Nor look a moment in the face of hope — 
And yet I had it ! — Ah ! woe's me, I had it. 
And flung it from me ! Can a worse sin be 
Than scorn and loathing in the place of love ? 
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Is it not sin to live so join'd to sin 
You needs must drink its breath ? Aye, tis pollution ! 
God's law not kept for fear it should be broken, 
Once boldly broken, may be kept for ever ; 
And liberty, and love, and heavenly peace, 
Make Eden in my heart. To save a life — 
Why, that's plain virtue ! I can save two lives ; 
One from the prison and the tomb, and one 
From a worse prison and a deeper tomb, 
And the slow shame of everlasting chains. 
A name withholds me — ^but the name shall break, 
And let me through to bliss !" Word rush'd on 

word. 
Like troops that storm a breach. The breach was 

storm'd. 
There is but little swiftness in the world ; 
A good deed lags, and loses half its grace 
By being long'd for. But this sudden thought 
Went like a shafl of passion to its aim, 
Nor swerved nor falter'd, when the string was 

loosed. 

Much favoured her. The king was gone. Few 
guards 



I 
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Cumber'd the summer palace where she dwelt. 
And these loved her, loathed him, and would have 

kept 
Her secret, had she told it. What they guess'd 
They told not to each other. So she went 
Unquestioned through the twilight, and appeared 
Like a new star before that faithful page. 
Who served her still ; stood close, and spake to 

him : — 
" Get me a page's dress and two good steeds; 
That to my chamber, these beneath yon walls 
To wait my bidding !" Speaking, she was gone. 
He dazzled, but not doubting, did her best. 
And with the steeds kept watch beneath the moon. 
His pacing steps as patient as his heart. 

At night a boy sprang down the palace stair. 
Out on the pale grass where the moonlight moves. 
And shot into the darkness of the trees. 
Fearing his shadow like a stranger. On 
He crept, and paused beside the prison walls. 
And scared the soldier with a shower of gems. 
Crying, " Take these, and fly." Among the dew 
They lay, and mock'd but could not match its 
lustre; 
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Aghast, the man stoop'd down to gather them, 
Nor touch'd the bounteous vision, who pass'd by, 
Under the portal, up the vaulted gloom. 
Even to the hopeless dungeon door, so barr'd 
It scarcely seem'd to need its sentinel. 
Here flash'd a ruby through the lamp's dim light ; 
" Take this, and fly, and leave thy keys with me." 
A pause showM doubt — and then a diamond fell 
Worth a king's ransom. " Nay, fear nothing, friend ! 
Go and be rich. The keys ! '* What sudden worlds 
Of rest and splendour bribe the weary slave 
From his hired'faith ! With weaker waves, perhaps, 
He might have fought — this torrent sweeps him 

down — 
Yet some rough conscience made him wait to lift 
The massy bars ; then ruefully, like one 
Who never thought to come to such a pass, 
But has no choice, he shakes his shaggy head. 
And turns to grasp his fortune. Through the door 
Went Isabel, and drew her page's cloak 
Around her, and trod softly, and stood still. 
Shrinking and shaking in the prison twilight ; 
Till, as her guarded and luxurious eyes. 
Not with such shades familiar, by degrees 
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Learned a new power of sight, she was aware 
Of reeking walls unwindow'd, rusty chains 
Broken, and in the grey gloom farther off 
A quiet man asleep upon the floor. 
How quiet ! can this be death ? She draws more 

near. 
Scarce breathing. No ! the slumber of a child. 
She grasps her fiery heart and holds it down ; 
" O, couldst thou beat as softly !" On his face, 
Bare to the lamp, a little worn and pale. 
The habit of heroic thought was fix'd, 
And could not be misread. It spake to her 
With such a revelation in its speech 
That she beheld herself for what she was, 
And what she should have been. Ah, pity her, 
Not him ; shame strikes her down — she kneels — 

she falls — 
And stifles all her sobs against the ground. 
Gives but a moment to her swift remorse, 
And grudges that — unworthy even to breathe 
The air his presence purifies. She prays 
That if he grace her with a passing thought. 
He may believe her virtuous, and not dream 
How base a hope beguiled her. Was it hope ? 
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Now seems it on the other side o' the earth, 

Farther and worse than death. But there is work 

To do for him ; that comfort she may take 

To bind about the torture of her life — 

A little dew upon a burning wound. 

She dares not touch him : when she fits the key 

Into his chain she blushes ; when he wakes 

She is about to fiy ; but stops herself, 

And stands before him like a criminal 

Without a voice. 

He rose and stretch'd his hand 
For the familiar hilt, then smiled to think 
How slow he was to learn that it was gone ; 
The loosen'd fetters, dropping as he rose, 
Rang on the stone ; below the flickering lamp 
Stood a pale stripling in a page's cloak; 
The door was open — with a stride that smack'd 
Of freedom, he has reach'd it — then he tum'd 
And his eye rested on the cowering boy, 
And, half ashamed of strange discourtesy. 
He said, " A captive soon forgets his manners ; 
Pardon, I pray you. What's your will with me ? " 
" Only to set you free." The murmur came 
Feebly through folded hands, and, when he moved 
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Nearer, the hands were raised* " Nay, fear me not," 

He said, with that majestic gentleness 

Which was his way. " If you would hide your face 

I will not try to see it. Let me thank you. 

I think I feel a breeze upon my cheek 

Not from these chamel vaults ; a breeze that brings 

Some message from the forests, I am free. 

I never was a captive. I take up 

My freedom where I left it, and efface 

The fever-dream, and wake. Is it for pity 

That I must thank yon ? " " By the western tower," 

She answer'd, seeming not to heed his words, 

" Your steed awaits you." Secretly she thought, 

" O ! when he finds two steeds will he discern 

My purpose, and disdain me ? " " Thanks again," 

He said, " but must I take no name with me 

For blessing in my prayers ?" At this a wish 

Heaved in her troubled breast, and forced its way. 

" It was the Queen," she said, " who sent me here." 

Then such a sudden light of tenderness 

Fill'd all his face, and glistened in his eyes, 

That she, resisting this, felt she was made 

More worthy of him, and was comforted. 

He did not speak at first, and then she saw 
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A little cloud of unresented wrongs 

Pass over that pure light, and then he spoke ; 

" My homage and deep thanks attend the Queen, 

That of her mercy she remembered me." 

He tum'd to go, and she stood still, in soul 

Clasping his knees for pardon. Once again 

He spoke, now trembling. " Boy, you serve the 

Queen ; n 

I would, — I would I knew that she was happy." 
Here that undying woman-pride which fights 
In noble natures to the last, and falls 
Veiling its face from him who strikes it down. 
That feult, which hath the form and force of virtue. 
Sprang up in her and spoke. " She hath her choice. 
She must be happy." And they parted so. 

The King came back to find his captive fled. 
And his rage baffled by wild tales of ghosts 
Who broke the dungeon doors, and loosed the chains, 
And stood, disguised as pages, under walls 
Holding swift horses. If he guess'd the truth 
He show'd it not, though in his eyes there lurk'd 
Strange subtle lights whene'er that trusty page 
Led the Queen's steed. He kept his vengeance cold 
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Till it was wanted. He was busy, too, 
With a new love, and hardly graced his wife 
With such poor homage as concealment pays. 
But into Isabel's deserted life 
Had come a burst of sunshine, and the waste 
Shone with a mirage. All her griefs forgot, 
Her faults self-pardon'd, and her wrongs unfelt. 
Watching two little tender veils lift up 
From two soft violet-buds. O ! new-bom eyes ! 
Through you the mother sees awhile, and loses 
Her proper vision. Vague and beautiful 
The sweet world shines on her as on her babe. 
And she remembers in it nothing wrong. 
Sees nothing sorrowful. The day must come 
When wrong and sorrow shall be multiplied 
By myriad terrors ; her bare heart the shield 
To keep those eyes from once beholding them. 

Three years she kept her treasure — a girl-babe. 
Unwelcome, yet beloved — three peaceful years 
Snatched from the course of tumult, like a nook 
Of quiet water in a rushing stream, 
Where foam-bells drift and cluster, while the waves 
Eddy around and break below, yet leave 
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The little nest inviolate. Meantime 
The gradual strength of England built itself 
Into a tower for ever ; and the day- 
Drew on, when feeble tyranny should fall 
Against that tower and breaJc. But this, not yet. 
The King in dalliance steep'd his soul, and left 
His wife and people to their separate works ; 
One only murmur cross'd the Queen's calm life 
And touch'd her cloister'd heart with pangs of joy ; 
That the late captive, taking back to him 
The lordship of his valour, had achieved 
New greatness, and had join'd himself in peace 
To England, doing service for the King. 
" Was this for me ?" she thought, then hid her eyes 
In her babe's bosom, leaving there the thought. 

Among her maids she work'd, when sudden feet 
Rang all along the stairs, the doors gaped wide. 
And, with a train of state, unheralded. 
The King strode in. No prouder thing on earth 
Was seen than her humility. She rose 
For due obeisance, and her cheek was stone 
When his lips laugh'd against it. There he stood. 
And something in his smile was terrible, 



I 
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Like slow fulfilment of a doom. The child 
Slept near ; she stood before it, and put back 
A hurried hand^ and hid it with a scarf, 
As if unconscious. Smiling still, he spoke, 
" Madam, your daughter is betrothed to-day. 
The Marcher, Hugh de Lusignan, hath woo'd I 
Ana got her for his wife, with my consent ; 
And, as you know of old, it is his fashion 
To train his wives, he hath demanded her. 
And she must go to him across the seas. 
Joy to his work, and patience ; he will be 
A sober bridegroom, when she's fit to wed. 
Will you not wish them joy ? She sails to-nigl 
She clung about his knees and kiss'd his feet. 
Suing him like a god ; his silence seem'd 
Like mercy to her — it was only triumph. 
This prostrate passion of her vain despair 
Was what he sought. It is not good to look 
Upon her anguish. When her swoon was past 
And past some weeks of fever, she rose up 
To stagger faintly through the blank of life. 
Blind, wistful, hopeless ; ever in her heart, 
A dumb reproach, and in her eyes a loss, 
And in her voice a secresy of tears. 
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She ast'd, as once before, " Was this for me ?" 
And thought the vengeance hard, bnt had not 

strength 
To plead against it, even with herself. 
And still she sigh'd when other babes were given 
To love but not to joy. They seem'd like ghosts, 
And every movement scared her with remembrance. 
She could not love another like the first. 
Which open'd all the softness of her heart 

On stole the sombre years. The people saw 
Her proud, fair face, and knew not what it mask'd ; 
Sometimes she graced the court beside her lord, 
And sometimes dwelt in private ; either way 
Alike to her ; she did as she was told. 
One little draught of pity at her lips 
She did not spurn, but drank, and was refreshed. 
The page, now grown a knight, and faithftil still. 
Still claiming nothing but the leave to love, 
Was near her daily, and encountered her 
With such poor comfort as his truth could give. 
The King look'd on and was content. At last 
There went a poisonous whisper through the land, 
And dogged men, who scom'd their caitiflf lord, 
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Thought still his wife was bound to honour him ; 
And she, who guess'd not why they scowl'd at her, 
Found greater comfort in the only eyes 
That met her kindly ; so the whisper grew ; 
And when the deadly fruit was ripe, it fell. 

One summer's day she rode to join the King 
At his new palace, where he summoned her ; 
And, wearily dismounting, to resume 
The chains a little while laid by, she read 
Such truth and pity in those loyal eyes. 
That her stray hand fell lightly on his brow 
Bent to her stirrup, and she spake and sigh'd, — 
" Friend, prajt for me, I need it ! " All in tears 
He tum'd away ; and she, with tears^ went in ; 
Watch'd from a window by her lord, who show'd 
The gesture to his train, and bade them mark ; 
Then greeted her so gaily, that she knew 
He had some bitter purpose in his soul. 

Beside her at the banquet, still he show'd 
Unwonted homage, but her shuddering looks 
Could nowhere find a substance for their fear ; 
(She noted not the absence of her knight.) 
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She waited till the long carouse was done, 

Then, at his signal, rose. " Your cheeks are pale, 

My queen," he said, " sleep must their springtide 

prove. 
To make them bloom anew. Give me your hand. 
I'll see you to your chamber.'' So they went 
Together, with a train to marshall them. 
The chamber was a blaze of light ; the King 
Stood still a moment by the curtain'd couch. 
Holding her hand, and looking in her &ce. 
As a wolf eyes the fawn before he springs. 
Then dropp'd her hand, and drew the curtain back, 
And hiss'd into her ear, " Your rest be soft ! " 
— This is no bed ; it is an open tomb. 
Upon the pillow lies the dumb despair 
Of a familiar face without a soul, 
A loyal breast, uncovered and transfixed. 
And imder the close dagger-hilt a stain 
Slow spreading while they gazed. The Queen 

knelt down 
Without a cry ; kiss'd the wan brow, and said, 
" O ! my one friend, slain only for my love. 
Happier than I, whom hate disdains to slay, 
I will be true to thee as thou to me. 



1 



42 The Story of Queen Imbel 

True, for thy living homage dared no more. 

Than thy dead hand^ to harm me. Fare thee well. 

Be glad that thou hast served me in thy death, 

Setting me free ; for, henceforth, never more 

Will I be made a pageant ; never more 

Shall this my spousal crown, defiled with blood. 

Press my poor brows ; and when my place is void, 

Thy murderer shall not dare to ask the cause. 

It is for me a kind of liberty 

To seem henceforth the hapless thing I am. 

And, in the prison of my private grief, 

Weep for my child, and thee, and one besides." 

Forth with these words she went; the men stood 

by. 

To let her pass ; the women knelt and wept ; 
For the last act of such a tragedy 
Was in her face, they could not choose but weep. 
It seem'd as if the curtains of her heart 
Were lifted, like the curtains of that couch, 
To show a corpse. The very king himself 
Trembled, and tum'd away his eyes in fear. 
Henceforward, as she said, she dwelt apart ; 
And some believed she was a faithless wife, 
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Judged by her conscience, left unscathed for ruth ; 
Some knew her wrongs, and faintly pitied her 
As men will pity woes they cannot help, 
Desiring to forget them. Solitude 
Gave her no comfort, only gave her time 
For the slow, firuitless fever of regret 
To prey upon her life ; such grief as her's 
Is never soften'd ; flowers that grace a grave 
Die in the hot air of a sick man's room, 
Where fear and hope and longing banish peace. 
These were the days when England built her tower. 
She knowing not, nor heeding. If she heard 
Aught of the tumult of the popular hope, 
It seem'd to her like voices in a storm 
To men whose ship is sinking, far at sea ; 
As they go down they hear but do not heed. 
At last there came a voice which startled her. 
And she stood breathless ; through the land it went, 
A murmur, then a trumpet, then a shout, — 
" The king is dead." 

Due forms of widowhood 
FulfiU'd in patience, as a debt to God, 
Not man, because God's seal was on the chain 
Now sever'd ; she put by her royal state. 
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And hurried, like a pardon'd exile, home. 

There did the ghost of childhood meet with her 

And stretch its arms to welcome her again, 

A gentle spectre, but a sorrowful 

Because so joyous once. But not for that 

She came — ^a living childhood summon'd her ; 

Faint with a six years' fast, the mother's heart 

Hunger'd, yet fear'd to satisfy its hunger. 

She sent a herald with a humble word 

Might she not see her child ? She did not ask 

To break the treaty ; this was not a claim. 

It was a prayer. She would not keep her long, 

Nor seek her often ; for a little while 

She pray'd that she might sometimes see her child, 

Just long enough to clasp her, just to quench 

The fever of her lips on that fresh cheek. 

To know her face and shape, and mark the growth 

Which happier eyes had watch'd. Unconsciously 

The supplication strengthened to reproach 

Which she drew back, and said she was content. 

He must not think she murmur'd ; she was glad 

To know her daughter in such noble hands ; 

And there Bhe ceased. But when the messenger 

Was gone, she trembled, and would fetch him back 
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And write her embassage in soiler phrase 
Lest it should fail ; and then she fear'd anew 
And made it prouder^ lest she should be shamed 
By some misjudgment. While she waver'd thus 
And wept, because the ruthless hours rush'd on, 
And still her arms were vacant, in the room 
A voice said, " Mother:" 'twas the melody 
Of her own heart, grown vocal in her ears, — 
Aye, and the dream was palpable ! It stood 
Before her, and came near, and touch'd her hand 
So timidly — with moist and wistful eyes, 
Not knowing why they wept, and looking at her 
As if from a babe's face ; remember *d eyes, 
That almost seem'd — but that was fantasy — 
As if they too remember'd. Love and Death 
Were mingled for a moment in the cry, 
The plunge, the anguish of that first embrace ! 
But then she lifts the sweet face from her heart. 
Puts back the golden curls, and kisses them ; 
Reads all the features, and remembers them j 
Weeps, wonders, laughs, and makes her rapture soft. 
Lest it should scare the child, and turns away 
To hide it, and comes back in sudden fear 
Lest she should lose a moment of her bliss. 
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Then, with caressing hands upon her cheeks 
Afraid to loose their hold, she questions her. 
How came she here ? " Oh, mother ! I was brought' 
And was she happy ? Silent wonder gave 
Full answer, for she knew not what it was 
Not to be happy. " Didst thou know my face ? 
Why seem'd I not a stranger ?" Here she drew 
A picture from the white deep of her breast, 
And showed it. " Long ago he gave me this. 
And bade me never miss to look at it 
Before my daily prayers. I never did." 
There Isabel beheld her own fair face, 
Seen somewhat nearer to the dewy light 
Of mom, but not more beautiful than now, 
A little languid with the heats of noon. 
She did not ask who gave it, but she blush'd. 
Out of the same soil nest the same small hand 
Drew a new treasure. " Mother, I was told 
To give you this. I had well nigh forgot." 
She laid the message on her mother's knee, 
A spray of withered myrtle, like a spell 
To sumtnon sights before the fixing eyes. 

She fingers it ; and how she looks at it ! 
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And sees a castle doorway, and a face 

Half light, half shadow, sorrowful, and proud, 

And gentle — and a lattice — and a hand 

That flings a myrtle spray, not withered then. 

No, then a summer bud. " He went away !*' 

She says and weeps, " Ah me ! he went away ! 

And I — I was not there when he came back ! 

O ! if I had been there when he came back !" 

Her thoughts destroy the Past, and grasp her life 

At that far point, and mould it into bliss. 

Sad still-bom bliss, that might have been, and was 

not! 
And she looks up, as if to wring from heaven 
Some medicine for the weariness of hope ; 
Looks up, and sees a face, now all in light, 
And drops herself upon a ready breast, 
And feels the circle of protecting arms, 
And through the dream of that delicious rest 
Fearing to wake, she hears a living voice, 
" Lo, now I am come back, and thou art here ! " 



CAVOUR. 

I MET a woman, weeping by the sea, 
Not patiently, as women sit and weep, 
But running, white with passion, wild with fear. 
And as she ran she cried, " Cavour is dead !" 
And cast the grey sea-sand upon her hair, 
And cried, beating her breast, ** Cavour is dead ! 
Was any near him ? Tell me how he look'd 
When they came in and said that he must die ? 
Must shut the casket, open in his hand. 
Whose wealth he had seen, not touch'd ! Did not 

the gloom 
Of that immense regret, shared by the world, 
Trouble his closing eyes ; or were they void ? 
Void as the place he leaves among the powers ! 
In stifled murmurs from the watching crowd, 
A sea of heads, still as that other sea 
When it awaits the tempest, he might hear 
The first pathetic note of his own dirge. 
Soon to swell out in thunder through the world 
Vast sobs of grief, cleft by some clarion-tones 
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From foes who kept their silence while he lived ; 
Ah, let them be content ; they broke his heart, — 
HediedofVillafranca!" 

Here she paused. 
And hid her face. But when I ask'd her name 
She did not tell it, but she tum'd upon me, 
And fronted me as stately and as pale 
As the moon stood on Ajalon, and waited 
For the first shout of conquest ; so she show'd 
The fatal gift of beauty in her face. 
And all the tearful traces of the Past ; 
And I beheld her while she answer'd me. 
** I am his Widow. Do not look at me 
With that familiar pity, which was mine 
Before he lived, but never while he lived : 
I have forgotten how to sufier pity. 
I am his Widow : bring me to his grave ! 
I think I shall not die upon his grave, 
But, when I take my place, and wear my crown, 
And the world wonders, men shall stoop to read, 
Upon the topmost step of my great throne, 
An epitaph — ' Here lies Cavour; a man 
Who built the throne of Italy, and died.'" 
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GARIBALDI AT VARIGNANO. 

NEVER subdued till now, 
Wounded perhaps to death, 
Did Italy strike the blow ? 

Say it under your breath ! 
She struck him ; we strive in vain 
To cover the pain, the shame, — 
She struck him who struck not again, 
But fell while shouting her name. 

See he is sleeping at last. 

How can you wish him to wake ? 
Can you give him back to his Past, 

Crush'd by your hand, for your sake ? 
True to the king he has braved, 

And who mourns him, misled, undone, 
Chain'd on the soil he saved. 

And conquer'd at last, by his own ! 

Write this conquest in tears, 
And let its record be dim ; 
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Hide this year from the stainless years 
Which had each a wreath for him, — 

And tell him, there as he lies, 
He is still our darling chief. 

And never shame shall touch his name, 
But only love and grief. 

Blame his error, and then 

Blush while his deeds you tell ; 
Guard his prison, Italian men. 

For whom his name is a spell ; 
Breathe his sentence, thou land ! 

Of which he is still the pride. 
Sign it, oh ! brother-hand. 

Which fought so long by his side ! 

Italy, royal and free, 

Forget not the means in the end ! 
And, King, if this thy rebel be, 

Tell us, who is thy friend ? 
Hide him a little time 

And bear it ! The day shall come 
For counting his generous crime 

Among the steps to Rome. 
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Italy, blood like this 

Should make thee pure as strong ; 
Italy, hearts like his 

Are precious even in wrong. 
The heroes of Europe scan, 

And lifl up thy head, and boast 
Thy Traitor is the ti*uest man 

Of all the glorious host. 
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AN ANNIVERSARY. 
SEPTEMBER 7, 1860. 

ON the seventh of September, two little years 
gone by, 
For Naples freed by one raan's deed, rejoicings 

shook the sky ; 
There were banners from all windows, and flowers 

beneath all feet. 
And a whirl of happy faces as he rode up the street ; 
No crown, except his glory, was on his brow that 

day. 
He toil'd, he fought, he conquer'd — ^to give a crown 

away. 
A soldier stands beside him, as friend by friend 

should stand, 
And takes the crown so conquer'd, and grasps the 

gallant hand. 
" Shout for royal Victor ! let your vivcis ring ! 
Shout for Garibaldi, greater than a king ! " 
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SEPTEMBER 7, 1862. 

ON the seventh of September, in this dreariest 
of years, 
Darkness covers Naples, and the cloud must break 

in tears. 
All hearts are with their hero, in solitude and gloom 
Captive to the king he crown' d, waiting for his doom. 
Oh ! does he watch the morning, and do his eyes 

again 
Faintly flash in triumph, before they close in pain ? 
And in the palace at Turin are eyes this morning wet? 
All Italy remembers, and can her King forget ? 
Henceforth can any glory, can Rome, can Venice 

hide 
One pale heroic Shadow for ever by his side ; 
And, in his ears one bitter cry, piercing all joyful 

sounds — 
'' Think on Garibaldi, dying of his wounds ! " 
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GARIBALDI IMPEACHED. 

SEPTEMBER, 1862. 

WHERE shall we try Garibaldi ? 
Find us some Italian town 
Not alive with his renown, 
Where the air is not on flame 
With the splendour of his name, 
Where the pavement of the street 
Would not rise to kiss his feet, 
Not till such a place is found, 
Try him on Italian ground ! 

What men shall judge Garibaldi ? 
Men whose honour is not stain'd 
When this Captive stands arraign'd, 
Through whose souls the trumpet-blast 
Of his story never pass'd, 
Men of stone, without a tear, 
Men who can neither see nor hear ; 
Find us such, but not till then 
Try him by Italian men ! 
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THREE VOICES. ' 

WHAT saith the Past to thee ? Weep ! 
Truth is departed ! 
Beauty hath died like the dream of a sleep, 

Love is faint-hearted. 
Trifles of sense, the profoundly unreal, 
Scare from our spirits God's holy ideal ; 
So, like a funeral bell slow and deep, 
So tolls the Past to thee, — ^Weep ! 

How speaks the Present hour ? Act ! 

Toil without ceasing ! 
So shall thy footsteps by glory be tracked. 

Slow, but increasing. 
Scorn not the smallness of daily endeavour. 
Let the great meaning ennoble it ever, 
Droop not o'er efforts expended in vain, 
Work, as believing that labour is gain. 

What doth the Future say? Hope ! 
Walk upward glancing ! 
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See where light fringes the far-rising slope ; 

Day is advancing. 
Not for a moment despair of the Right ; 
Nothing can hinder the passing of night ! 
Not for a moment make peace with the wrong, 
Fear not man's weakness when God is so strong ! 
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THE HERMIT OF GIBRALTAR. 

(A TKUE STOBY.) 

HE died among the flowers, when dawn was 
leaping 
Like a freed lion through the se^er'd east ; 
'Twere but a waste of tears to mourn him, sleeping 
White-hair'd and calm, his Bible on his breast. 

A poor old man — so runs the touching story — 
Lay at the point of death, and vow'd, in prayer, 

To do some work for God His Saviour's glory, 
If he were given back to this dear air. 

He was made whole ; and, walking forth at even, 
Found rapture in the sky, the shore, the sea ; 

And thought it passing strange that earth and heaven 
Should welcome him with such a jubilee. 

Unseen he climb'd the rock by paths forbidden, 
And found a terrace, till that hour untrod. 

And there began to frame a garden, hidden 
From human eyes, and only meant for God. 
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There was no witness to his happy working, 
Save one mute Rose, unwearied watcher sweet, 

And nightingales among the shadows lurking. 
Waiting till he should rear them temples meet. 

No hand gave aid, no eye beheld him wander. 
Day after day with some fresh pleasant freight ; 

Myrtle or jasmine, royal oleander, 
Or maiden lily, or mere violet ; 

Till, like the work within that makes us holy 
By secret tears, and prayers, and toilsome hours. 

Not suddenly, but tenderly and slowly, 

The heart of stone became a nest of flowers ; 

And sometimes, wafted to the pacing warden 
Like notes of broken music on the breeze. 

Faint odours, from the roses in the garden 

Came, blent with breathings of the orange-trees. 

Even so, perhaps — ^we little know how often — 
The fragrance of some unsuspected prayer. 

May steal about us on our path, and soften 
The harsher touches of life's coinmon air. 
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At length one foUow'd on the viewless traces 
From scent to scent, and started to detect 

That fair flower-city in the rock's embraces, 
One grey-hair'd man, king, guardian, architect. 

The soldier had no choice, he dared not pardon, 
But took him from the haunt of peaceful years, 

Sad as that exile from a fairer garden. 

Who first unlocked for earth the fount of tears. 

A voice from every leafy depth upbraided, 
A murmur from each bell, and star, and urn ; 

" How can'st thou take him ere our bloom is faded ? 
We have such treasures for him still ! Return ! " 

He went in grief; but every heart uncloses 
When the sweet story of his toil is known ; 

And they restored him to his longing roses, 
And gave him all the garden for his own. 

A little chapel in the midst was builded. 

Fretted and gemm'd by Nature's lavish hand. 

With traceries flung from leaf and flower, and gilded 
By the perpetual sunlight of the land. 
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There would he sit, and dream of flowers immortal 
Crowning pale foreheads with their glorious 
bloom, 

Not gather'd in the garden at his portal, 
But from a garden with a sealed tomb. 

And once they came to take him home at even ; 

But " let me sleep here once ! '' he gently said, 
And laid him down between the flowers and heaven, 

And there they found him in the morning, dead. 

None knew how Death came to him — softly, stilly. 
It sought him in the silence of the night. 

As the dew falls upon a closing lily, 

InAising life, and making meet for light. 

But still his garden stands, a solemn pleasaunce 
Where languid hearts may breathe a little balm. 

And still it seems alive with the mute presence 
Of that past life, so innocent and calm. 

There the transparent stillness wooes reflection, 
There our repenting thoughts forgive the past. 

And cleanse the finer links of tried afiection. 
If they be dimm'd by Time's corroding blast. 
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There may we pray that when Death's hour hath 
found us, 

We may lie down, like him, to happy rest ; 
Daybreak above, life's song and fragrance round us. 

And God's dear Word upon each faithful breast. 
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FOR MUSIC. 

WEEP not for death, 
'Tis but a fever still'd, 
A pang suppress'd, a fear at rest, 
A solemn hope fulfill'd ; 
The moonlight on the sea asleep 
Is not more calm : why shouldst thou weep ? 

Weep, weep, for change, 

For gleams that fade in shining, 
For hope's first fear, for joy's first tear, 
For strong love's slow declining. 
Mom's lightest shadow on the seas 
Tell us, of midnight : weep for these ! 

Weep not for death. 

The fount of tears is seal'd ; 
Who knows how bright the inward light 
To those shut eyes reveal'd ! 
Who knows what cloudless peace may fill 
The heart which seems so cold and still ! 
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Weep, weep, for life. 

For smiles that end in sighing, 
For love whose quest hath never rest, 
For worn hearts hourly dying ; 
Weep not, when silence locks the breath. 
Life is the bitterness of death ! 
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A SEA-SIDE FANCY. 

A CHILD stood by the rising sea 
On a dismal winter's morning, 
And dream'd what coming life might be, 
And sigh'd o'er the voice of warning. 

The distant shores with snow were white, 
Grey shadows scatter'd o'er them. 

And a tawny sail had caught the light. 
As it slowly pass'd before them. 

But the broken gleams went trembling by. 

Pallid, and cold, and frail. 
Like sleet-drops loosen'd from the sky. 

And dying upon the gale. 

'* O ! will my joys, thus dim and few. 
By gathering tears half-drown'd. 

Gild but a passing shape or two, 
And deepen the darkness round ? 
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" With mast aslope and with curving sheet 

Two barks are scudding fast ; 
They pause, tliey turn, they seem to greet, 

Then flit in a moment past. 

" Will Love and Hope thus swiftly dart 

O'er my cheerless, cold existence, 
Doom'd, even ere they meet, to part, 

And speaking but from a distance ? 

" Will Thought be wing'd by Memory, 
' Like the flight of yon wheeling bird. 
Which still comes back with a plaintive cry 
To the spot whence first it stirr'd ? 

" Will the voice that breathes in my heart's deep 
cells 

Be like this murmuring sea ; 
A ceaseless voice, but which never swells 

To a perfect melody ? 

" And, as men watch yon rocking boat 
While it c^ianges from light to dark. 

Will they watch my life as it lies afloat, 
While I shiver and toil in the bark ? 
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'^ And will that bark on the billows slide 

Adrift) a helpless wreck — " 
Child ! thou hast dream'd by a rising tide^ 

And the wave is at thy neck. 

O ! may thy strife be quickly o'er, 

And when the waves retreat, 
O ! may'st thou lie on a pleasant shore 

With flowers about thy feet ! 

Or if the cold wind still must blow, 
And the winter sky frown o'er thee. 

May sunset turn yon heights of snow 
Into lamps of living glory ! 
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ONE AND ANOTHER. 

THEY had been much together, and one for 
ever bears 
A name upon the loyal heart, and in the daily 

prayers ; 
The other but remembers when the pleasant hours 

are past, 
That something has been sending them so sweetly 
and so fast. 

Through golden gates of converse they wander'd at 

their choice. 
The soul of one was speaking— only the other's 

voice ; 
But grand or lovely was that voice, to suit the 

changing theme. 
And the poor soul was satisfied in feeding on a 

dream. 

Thus day by day the bond was knit, a strange de- 
light to both ; 
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One served in perfect freedom, unconscious of its 

growth, 
The other stoop'd in pastime each lavish gift to greet, 
For even upon a sleeper's lips the wine of love is 

sweet. 

But the veil was lifted once, and the heart beheld 

its place, 
And took it very calmly, too proud to sue for grace; — 
No wrong — 'twas but a blunder ! no crime — 'twas 

but a thought ! 
A small and secret tragedy ; none knew that it was 

wrought. 

And what remains ? A useless link which cannot 

be undone ; 
A wealth of precious memories, though precious but 

to one ; 
The colour which slow sunsets leave, staining a 

breezeless sky 
With records of past glory, though it only shone to 

die! 
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A PRAYER FOR ONE BELOVED. 

FATHER, I bring before Thy throne 
A heart more dear to me than mine ; 
O ! watch it with Thine eyes benign, 
And take it, gently, for Thine own. 

What there Thine eyes condemn, remove, 
But not by purifying pains, — 
Thy smile can cleanse the deepest stains, 

And sin is melted in Thy love. 

Pour in Thy light. Thy hope. Thy grace, 
I would not have one shadow stay ; 
But when the whole is perfect day 

Joy shall beseem so pure a place. 

Glance lightly, arrows of the foe. 

Glance lightly fi^m a breast that wears 
The buckler of a thousand prayers, — 

Ye have no power to work it woe ! 
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Across this heart, Time, softly pass, 

As a stream flows and leaves no print, 
Save fresher air and tenderer tint. 

And lilies shining through the grass. 

Be life a dome of leaves and dew 

Through which far heaven is faintly seen. 

And yet so lovely is the screen. 
We scarce can wish a nearer view. 

Ah, friend, how vain ! Ev'n while I plead. 

Perhaps thy doom is on its way ; 

The very moment of the day 
Is fix'd on which thy heart must bleed. 

I cannot bar the coming ill, 

I can but fling my prayers above 

To that Inexorable Love 
Which hears, and works Its perfect will. 

To It I trust thee ! Let me stand 

Beside thee through the painful years. 
And give some comfort with my tears. 

Though but the pressure of a hand. 
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LOVE IN SORROW. 

WHAT shall I do for thee ? Thou hast my 
prayers, 
Ceaseless as stars around the great white throne 5 
No passing angel but to heaven bears 

Thy name, wreath'd round with some sweet 
orison : 
Yet evil on thy path may come and go 
Taking deliberate aim to lay thee low, 
While I stand still, a looker on, to prove 
The penury and weakness of my love. 

How shall I comfort thee ? My tears are thine, 

Full duteously upon thy griefs they wait, 
If thou art wrong'd the bitterness is mine. 
If thou art lonely I am desolate ; 

Yet still upon thy brow the darkness lies, 
Still the drops gather in thy plaintive eyes. 
The nails are sharp, the cross weighs heavily, 
I cannot weep away one pang for thee. 
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The midnight deepens, and I cannot guide ; 

The tempest threatens, and I cannot shield ; 
I must behold thee wounded, tempted, tried, 
O, agony ! I may behold thee yield ! 

What boots that altar in my heart, whereon 
Thy royal image stands, unbreath'd upon 
And safe and guarded from irreverent glance 
With such array of helpless vigilance ? 

O, were this all ! But no ! I have the power 

To grieve thee by unwary tone or deed. 
Or, niggard in my fears, to miss the hour 
For comforting with hope thy time of need ; 
To hide, too shyly, half the love I feel. 
Too roughly touch the wound I come to 

heal. 
Or even (O ! pardon,) wayward and unjust 
To wrong thee by some moment of mistrust. 

Yet I would die for thee, and thou for me ; 

We know this of each other, and forgive 
These tremblings of our faint humanity. 

So prompt to die, yet so afraid to live. 
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Look ap to heaven, and wait ! Love greets as 

thence. 
Disrobed of its earthly impotence, 
Man's perfect love — below still doom'd to be 
Stronger than death, feebler than in&ncy. 
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WISHES. 

LOOKING back, 
Wander we through life's long track, 
Looking back, 

Where a parted sun's soft ray 
Lingers yet across the way. 

Gazing home, 

As the slow bark cleaves the foam, 

Gkizing home ; 

Seems the haven far before 

Nought to that remember'd shore. 

From thy side 

To that shore pale visions glide. 

Pale beside thee, but they wear 

Haloes of refulgent air. 

Standing there ; 

And thou beckonest, but in vain ! 

Never will they come again. 
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! look on ! 

Turn thy face from glories gone ! 
Underneath yon dim sea-line 
Founts of deeper glory shine ; 
Watch and wait till in thy sight 
Shall that dimness turn to light, 
Pledge of the coming dawn that knows not night. 

It may be so ; 

1 cannot tell, I do not know. 

Can the frail vine forsake its prop, to lean 
• On cords let down from heaven, imfelt, unseen ? 

I may believe. 
That hinders not that I should gaze and grieve. 
Seeking I know not what, and loving what I leave. 
Chide not my weakness, so the weak heart saith. 

For love is more than faith. 

Is there no art, 

Thou wistful, wayward heart. 
So to transform thy faith that it shall be 
The shadow of a near eternity ; 
Not clinging to the hour which cannot last. 
Not weeping for the perishable past. 
But eagle-eyed, and patient as a dove, 

Working, in strength, by love ? 
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OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 

WE faint beneath this burning skj, 
Upon this barren steep, 
O ! give us dew before we die, 
Give but an hour of sleep ! 

We fail beside this darken'd bed. 
Where dies our life's last light — 

Voice that of old didst wake the dead, 
Why, why, so dumb to-night ? 

Hearts we would buckler with our own, 
We see them bleed and break ; 

In vain our strong cries touch the Throne, 
O ! slay us for their sake ! 

Souls we would give our souls to save. 

Are wandering far and long : 
Ah, shut them in the sinless grave. 

Life does them such deep wrong ! 
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When shall this fruitless anguish cease ? 

When rest this weary earth ? 
Was it mere sounds that promised peace, 

That music of Thy birth ? 

The Voice is very soft and near^ 
" Yea, strive, and shrink, and die, 

I spare thee not a single tear. 
Yet fear not,— Ji^ is IT 
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RIZPAH. 

TWO days and nights 
I watch'd the winding of the changeful lights 
About the ivory shadows of his face, 
Which, like a rock, lay still, and nothing knew 
Of gloom or glory in each passing hue 
That paused upon it. Once, a little while. 
It quiver'd in the sunset's rapid smile. 
And then I hid mine eyes, I dared not see 
What seem'd the waking which must never be. 
A blast of wings aroused me, and I looked 
For coming angels, — but behold, a bird 
Came like a spectre, shaking, gaunt and grim, 
A darkness of great plumes above the place. 
With cruel craving eyes, and hungry beak 
That touch'd him where he lay, and never stirr'd j 
Then I sprang up, and scared it with a shriek 
That shook the palms, and then I knelt and kiss'd 
His poor, pale lips, that I might comfort him 
So helpless now, who, living, had not brook'd 
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One breath of insult near him. But I miss'd 
The answering kiss that never fail'd before, 
And, with a rain of tears which had no hope, 
I cover'd him upon the bare bright slope 
Beside his brothers, and I look'd no more. 

My firstborn son ! 
O ! wert thou with thy father, when his sword 
Pierced his strong heart ! The day of strife was done, 
The light lay red upon that evening sward 
Not only with the redness of the time, 
When, dying like a dying trumpet-blast, 
With wrath and grandeur in its faintest chime, 
He sank as he had stood — a king to the last ! 
But thou — I dare not whisper of thy death. 
Lest it should shame thee, sleeping at my feet 
With those who were in life not dear to me. 
Save for his sake, whom I loved more than thee \ 
And the wind, striking on my bosom, saith, 
" O ! night, so bitter, closing days so sweet ! " 
And my sobs echo it. O ! sweet the day 
When on my heart that head in slumber lay. 
Which now lies at my feet ! O ! bitter night ! 
O ! barren dawn, no life is in thy light ! 
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I cannot say 
How long my watch hath been. When by these dead 
I first sat down, to guard each powerless head 
That neither beast by night nor bird by day 
Should stoop upon it, harvest-fields were red ; 
And, now, methinks, a shadow of near rain 
Hangs on the sky, and softens all the plain. 

There was a vision came to me at mom ; 
She stood upon a silver floor of dew, 
The glory of tlie daybreak seem'd a veil 
For her refulgent face. The Maid I knew ; 
Her for whom Judah waits and watches, pale 
With hope, until the wondrous Babe is bom ! 

He sate upon the white throne of her breast 
(As once on mine sate one as fair as He !) 
And stretch'd His arms above the longing earth. 
Then I brake forth in praise, that there should be 
A woman like myself, and yet so blest. 
Who, crown' d and circled by that glorious birth, 
Should pass through perfect bliss to perfect rest. 

" Yea, and a sword 
Shall pierce thine own heart also ! '' Chill and faint 

G 
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On mine incredulous spirit fell the word, 
And I was taught the woes of that sweet saint. 
And, on my face in anguish falling down, 
I felt the Cross was greater than the Crown. 

This is the doom 
Of women ; evermore beside the tomb. 
Where some pale passionate hope is laid asleep, 
To sit, as in a wilderness, and weep. 
And I accept it. One laments a Past, 
Her whole of life, so glorious to the last, 
That, looking back, she cannot see how dark 
The wide seas spread before her shrinking bark. ' 
One, speechless, weeps for joys that never were. 
But might have been ; her heart's unanswered cry 
Is starved into the silence of despair. 
One weeps that what she loved is in the grave. 
And one, for grief is rich in fantasy. 
Weeps that she had not leave to see it die ; 
One mourns for wrongs she suffered and forgave. 
One waters earth with tears, whose tardy flow 
Can do no more than make the grave-flowers grow ; 
And one — O ! pity her ! weeps for love's waste ; 
The glory of her passion was debased 
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To be the garment of a phantom, bom 
Of her own hopes — a vapour and a scorn, 
A mountain-shape that melted like a sound, 
With all her love irreparably crown'd ! 

Then am I blest ! 
God of my fathers, Thou hast given me rest ! 
These my calm faces not a change can stain. 
Where no hope is I cannot hope in vain, 
And my tired, troubled heart finds rest, how sweet ! 
Upon this quiet heart which does not beat. 

Here is my place, my work, my home. He owes 
To me this charm of desolate repose ; 
Safe in the shelter of my love he lies, 
I can do all for death which life would prize ; 
Nay, more : he might have spurn'd my needless care. 
Now am I all to him as he to me, 
And, dared I lift that sheet, — (I do not dare.) 
On his dear lips I should not start to see 
A smile, his father's smile, my meed of yore, 
" She hath done what she could ! " I ask no more. 

No more, save here to die. O ! here, and soon 
As a breeze dies upon the breast of noon ! 
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TWO WAYS. 

IF only to the darken'd eye 
Or dying heart, Thy will is sweet, 
Blind me, O Lord, or let me die 

At once heneath Thy pierced feet ; 
Against my will Thy way I choose, 

I wish my dearest hopes denied, 
For I would love Thee, though I lose 
The power of loving aught beside ! 

But hearts that breathe in purer air 

Are like a child that finds a flower. 
And wonders why it is so fair. 

And wears it for one happy hour ; 
Then, by a father's arm embraced. 

Springs to him, leans upon his breast. 
And yields it, ere he ask, in haste 

To give him what it loves the best. 
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COPERNICUS. 

THE mountain church of Frauenburg 
Hath many a narrow bed, 
Where the oaken cross points upward, 

And peasants weep their dead ; 
Stand we beside this graven stone. 

And veil the reverent brow. 
And muse upon the mighty one 
Whose body lies below. 

Earth lay in darkness, as a star 

He rose upon the night. 
And outlines of the things that are 

Shone dimly by his light. 
How dreamy looks the world's wild youth 

To us of later time. 
Familiar with God's ancient truth. 

So simple, so sublime ! 

He first it was whose piercing eye 
Went through the mists, and saw 
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In endless changes^ nnitVy 

And in confusion^ law. 
Though other hands unwound the clue 

To realms of clearer day, 
All honour to the First is due 

Who pointed them the way. 

He moved through life as one who hears 

And answers from within 
Faint music from celestial spheres, 

Through earth's discordant din. 
Well might he stand with brows inclined, 

In silence and apart : 
A thought of the Creator's mind 

Had pass'd into his heart. 

What hours were his of happy toil. 

Toil that itself repays, 
What victories of bloodless spoil, 

What fruitful nights and days ! 
For him the very darkness gleam'd 

With inner radiance fraught. 
And the solitudes of starlight teem'd 

With multitudinous thought. 
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Fame hath a jealousy of life, 

Her fairest wreaths and best 
Still pass the labour and the strife 

To crown the time of rest ; 
Long years of lonely working o'er, 

There came, at length, the hour 
When to the dying sage they bore 

The record of his power. 

In vain ! What mattered then to him 

All he had hoped and plann'd ? 
The lustre of his life grew dim 

With perfect day at hand ; 
He leaves for other feet to climb 

The way which first he trod ; 
His spirit, having done with Time, 

Stands face to face with God. 
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IN THE NIGHT. 

ACROSS the moon the beech-tree weaves 
An airy mystery of leaves, 
The lights which through that covert pass 
Glisten like rain-drops on the grass ; 
From clustering woods, unseen, though near, 
The noise of falling streams I hear ; 
Frorii earth asleep to watching sky 
Night goeth upward like a sigh. 

O ! surely man and earth were made 
For silence, solitude, and shade ; 
Life's work seems not to do, but done. 
The rest achieved, the victory won ; 
Out of all thoughts of sorrow die 
The sting, the shame, the agony, 
Joy seems an angel's holy kiss. 
And grief is but a graver bliss. 

The Past hath lost its burning dreams. 
Its vain regrets, and memory seems 
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A wayside well in time of heat, 
Where we may bathe our weary feet ; 
The Future seems a solemn height 
A long soft track of tempered light, 
Through purer airs we walk, we climb. 
And from our Home look back on time. 

Like some great picture nobly wrought. 
Grows the whole realm of life and thought. 
We did not know how fair the field. 
Till here a Master's hand reveal'd 
Those changing tints we did not mark. 
Those harmonies of bright and dark. 
And that far line where, pure and pale. 
Earth, touching Heaven, must faint and fail. 

O, Father ! is it all in vain ? 
Must we go back to strife again ? 
From Thee these peaceful moments come. 
These glimpses of the bliss of Home, 
Ah ! let the sweet night overflow. 
And cleanse the day from sin and woe. 
For how should evil overpower 
The soul that saw Thee for one hour ! 
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PARTING. 

NOT by thy side, but in thy heart 
'Tis mine to dwell ; 
We scorn to utter when we part 
That feeble word, " Farewell," 
Lift up thy weeping eyes, and be 
Worthy the throne I keep for thee. 

Like some deep well where at noonday 

The stars yet shine ; 
My soul seeks darkness that it may 
Hold all the light of thine ; 

And thou, my trembling star, must be. 
Pure as the shrine I make for thee. 

Upon my love thy soul may rest 

As still and safe. 
As wild-flowers in a rocky nest 
Where billows vainly chafe. 
Alas, poor flower ! thou canst not be 
Strong as the rock which shelters thee ! 
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I WENT TO LOOK FOR ROSES. 

I WENT to look for roses 
When snow was on the ground, 
Alas, a withered thorn-bush 
Was all the flowers I found ! 

I thought of summer-blossoms 
Alight with dews of mom. 

And down I sate me weeping 
Beside the barren thorn. 

Out spake a grey-hair'd neighbour, — 
" O madness ! not to know 

The time of living roses 
Is not the time of snow." 

Fie on such foolish comfort ! 

It never dried one tear ; 
I am weeping for my roses 

Because they are not here. 
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TO A LITTLE GIRL, 

AGED THREE TEARS AND A HALF. 

DEEP in thy round blue eyes 
Asleep thy spirit lies, 
Or half-awake and wanton in its play. 
As are the thoughts of those 
Who dally with repose, 
Dreaming at noon the summer-hours away. 

To thee each sight or sound 

Of life's most common round, 
Twilight or mom, green field or waving tree, 

Bird, flower, or trembling star. 

Food for sweet wonder are. 
Choice spectacles prepared to pleasure thee. 

Along earth's dreary scene 
Thou, fearless and serene. 
As in a softer air, dost breathe and move, 
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Each of thy smiles or tears 
A potent cause appears 
For fresh caresses, and for fonder love. 

No despot's court could be 

Servile as thine to thee, 
Thy casual gestures watching and recording ; 

No sage or bard divine 

Finds audience such as thine, 
Thy half-form'd words as priceless treasure hoarding. 

We look on thee and smile, 

The saddest hearts awhile 
Forget their tears in thy resistless mirth, 

As 'mid thick clouds we view 

One spot of stainless blue, 
So shows thy life among the griefs of earth. 

We look on thee and weep. 

When from its happy sleep 
Thy soul to its appointed task shall rise ; 

Must ruthless sorrow chase 

The brightness from that face ? 
Must tears become familiar to those eyes ? 
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We look on thee and fear, 

How can we greet thee here, 
Thou sinless stranger in a world of shame ; 

Shall earthly breath or blight 

Sully the stainless white 
Whereon was written once thy Saviour's name ? 

Childhood's unconscious heart, 

A sacred thing thou art, 
An ark of peace with ceaseless storms around ; 

Man, ere thou dare intrude 

On that bright solitude, 
Put off thy shoes — the place is holy ground. 

Well may we look on thee, 

Fresh in thy purity, 
By no doubt troubled, by no sin defiled. 

And pray (Christ spake the word) — 

" Teach us to love Thee, Lord, 
Even in the spirit of a little child !" 
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A DIRGE. 

LET her rest ! 
Weary were her days, oppressed 
By vain cravings to be blest. 

Let her sleep ! 

Slumber holy, dreamless, deep, 

Cover eyes that waked to weep. 

Let her rest ! 

Death is spread upon her breast, 

Like soft wings that shade a nest. 

Let her sleep ! 

False and cruel love, to keep 

Weeping, — she hath ceased to weep. 

Let her die ! 

All her hope beneath the sky 

Was in her mortality. 



96 



SUNSET.. 

IS it the foot of God 
Upon the waters, that they seethe and blaze 
As when of old He trod 

The desert ways, 
And through the night, 
Fearful and far His pillar pour'd its light ? 

O ! for strong wings to fly 
Under the limit of yon dazzling verge, 

Where bright tints rapidly 
In brighter merge. 

And yet more bright 
Till light becomes invisible through light. 

What wonder that of yore 
Men held thee for a deity, great Sun, 
Kindling thy pyre before 
Thy race is run, 
Casting life down 
At pleasure, to resume it as a crown ? 
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Or that our holier prayer 
Still consecrates thy symbol ? that our fanes 

Plant their pure altars where 

Thine eastern glory rains. 
And thy bright west 
Drops prophet-mantles on our beds of rest? 

Here, watching, let us kneel 
Through the still darkness of this grave-like time, 

Till on our ears shall steal 

A whisper, then a chime. 
And then a chorus — Earth has burst her prison, 
The Sign is in the skies, — ^the sun is risen ! 
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MAIDENHOOD. 

HER heart is light, her fancy free, 
Her mom of womanhood, 
Fresh as the wind that curls the sea, 

Is chainless and unwoo'd ; 
The thoughts her bosom's realm that fill 
Are vassals only of her will. 

Her soul flings wide a hundred gates 
Wide as their span can reach. 

For universal beauty waits 
To enter in through each ; 

The mighty tome of earth and skies 

She ponders with delighted eyes. 

And all serene and holy loves 

Are tenants of her breast, 
Separate yet close, like brooding doves, 

Each on its own dear nest ; 
Most sweet and precious are the things 
Which grow beneath their folded wings. 
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If sorrow's sudden wind profanes 

The garden of her bliss, 
Her taught and guarded spirit gains 

A blessing e'en from this ; 
As from Bethesda's troubled wave 
An angel rose to heal and save. 

Or if some bright deluding dream 

Her peace of mind betray, 
As glaciers in the sunlight gleam 

Only to melt away, 
If rainbow-hopes, that shine and die. 
Give place to pale reality, 

If longings wild and vain oppress 

Her scarce resisting will, 
Till earth seems one wide wilderness. 

And love itself grows chill ; 
These are a sickness of the heart, — 
Health will return, and these depart. 

The circle of her home's calm shade 
Is all her heart can crave ; 



100 



Maidenhood. 



Life seems a shelter'd green arcade. 

And, at its end, a grave. 
Where beckoning Faith, with upward eyes. 
Stands, just descended from the skies. 
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THE SHADOW FROM THE VALLEY. 

THE child upon the mountain-side 
Plays fearless and at ease, 
While the hush of purple evening 

Spreads over earth and s'eafi ; 
The valley lies in shadow, 
But the valley lies afar, 
And the mountain is a slope of light 
Up-reaching to a star. 

He looks into the forest, 

Where, like a shower of geras, 
Drops of delicious sunshine 

Dance on the tawny stems ; 
He listens to the large grey thrush 

Slow flitting to its bower, 
But the shadow from the valley 

Creeps upward, hour by hour. 

The stream that flows above him 
Breaks into sudden gold, 



102 The Shadow from the Valley. 

Caught from the gorgeous banner 
O'er the broad skies unroU'd ; 

He looks where, 'mid the parting clouds, 
A thousand rainbows meet, — 

But the shadow from the valley 
Hatli risen to his feet. 

Awhile the lingering glory 

Touches and gilds his hair. 
Then darkness, like an arm^d man, 

Hath seized him unaware ; 
The latest bird is silent, 

And, with a wild Tu-whoo, 
The swift owl circles overhead, — 

Ah child, what canst thou do ? 

Wilt thou, in hopeless wonder. 

Wring thy faint hands and weep. 
Roam aimlessly a little while, 

Then sob thyself to sleep ? 
Or wilt thou rise, and journey 

Thy drear and toilsome way, 
A pilgrim through the shadow, 

Seeking the dawn of day ? 
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There shall be stars to guide thee, 

There shall be sounds to cheer, 
For the air is full of angels. 

And God is very near ; 
And ever from thy distant home 

One tiny spark shall glow, 
Brightening as thou draw'st nearer, — 

Take courage ! Rise and go ! 
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THE PAINTER. 

A HALL it was, where myriad lamps a richer 
daylight made, 
And folds of falling purple gave harmony to shade ; 
And odours, spreading softly, and lingering on the 

air, 
Seem'd weightier than the nothings that men were 
murmuring there. 

It was a board where rainbow-fruits on golden 
salvers glanced. 

And, like a flood of melted gems, the merry wine- 
stream danced. 

And couches of Etruscan grace stood round, that 
there might be, 

Ev'n in the body's needs a kind of meaner poetry. 

Round went the health, the Painter's name from lip 

to lip goes round. 
And the lifted goblets ring, and the stricken boards 

resound ; 
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Triumphant smiles the Painter, with a bowing 

monarch's mien, 
And seems to feel the deathless crown upon his brows 

serene. 

He hears the circling whisper : " The wonder of 
our time ! " 

" He painted Lady Margaret-*-the velvet was sub- 
lime! 

You could have touched the downy curl that 
trembled on her cheek ; 

Her lips were shut so softly, you paused to hear 
them speak." 

And smiling sits the Painter, as the music lulls his 
sense ; 

This was his art's achievement, and this its recom- 
pense ; — 

Till, one by one, the guests are gone as smoothly 
as they came. 

And to his studio door he staggers drunk with fame. 

Wan and white, in the drear moonlight, his works 
upon him stare. 
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As the flicker of his lonely lamp just gilds them 

here and there, 
They seem a spectral army, with a false faint life 

possess'd, 
They gather round, they ask for souls, and smite 

each empty hreast 

The daylight queen nods from the wall, a plumed 

and sceptred ghost, 
And smiles back to the mocking smiles of all her 

ghastly host ; 
There is no movement, yet they seem to stir and 

cluster round ; 
There goes a whisper through the room, he starts, 

and hears no sound. 

He laughs away the fancy, he hath reached his easel 
now, 

And there stands still and gazes, cold hand on burn- 
ing brow ; 

'Tis but a sketch, like many more around him 
loosely piled, 

A simple theme oft tried in vain — the Mother and 
the Child. 
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One glares in gaudy drapery, a very tavern-sign ; 

One hath chill tints and wooden limbs, nor human 
nor divine ; 

One seems a peasant-maiden, with a fair babe at 
play; 

And one a dame of quality in some quaint masque- 
array. 

He grasps the brush, he labours, like a man whom 

frenzy stings ; 
The swift night flutters by and shows faint gleams 

upon her wings ; 
He pauses — ^lo ! a foolish face smiles soft on his 

dismay, 
One that might weep and be consoled a dozen times 

a-day ! 

" Why am I baffled thus ?" cries the Painter in 

his wi*ath, 
" I who have toiFd so valiantly along the upward 

path. 
Gathering the glories of all time to swell my vast 

renown. 
Standing on past achievements to grasp a present 

crown ! 
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" I have been in stately galleries where Art her 

treasure keeps. 
Where, dreaming of the day to come, the speechless 

Future sleeps ; 
I have loved all Nature's wonder-realms, her pomp 

of sun and shade. 
Her council of grave mountains, rock-girded, 

cloud-arrayed ; 

" Where the sweeping lights across them like sea^ 

birds glance and dart. 
And the silence of their shadows is like thunder in 

the heart. 
And pale rocks glimmer faintly through dark and 

hollow glooms. 
Like visions of some old churchyard all populous 

with tombs. 

" And on still days, when sultry skies seem blue 

from pole to pole, 
And slow waves creep across the sand like years 

across the soul. 
And their murmur hath a measure like the chime 

of distant bells, 
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I have gathered thouglits along the shore^ as children 
gather shells. 

" Out of these gamer'd riches I would create at last, 
The hand obeys the will, and the beauties gather fast. 
Smooth are the tints and true the lines, — 'tis finish'd ! 

woe is me ! 
One touch by old Angelico holds more divinity ! 

'^ Why am I baffled thus ? Does Art stand still and 

then rebound. 
Like tides that know their limits, and retreat when 

these are found ? 
Is not the Past her empire ? must not she rather be 
A river widening as it flows into the endless sea ?'* 

He ceases. Is it slumber that is stealing on him 

now? 
A fall of sudden twilight drops cool upon his brow, 
And through its wan and mazy gleams a narrow 

cell he sees. 
And a grey lonely figure^^a man upon his knees. 

Lips eloquent in silence, deep eyes and full of light. 
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Brow peaceful as a babe's, where yet the cleansing 

dews are bright, 
While, by the moon's dim lustre, he dreams that he 

cam trace 
The seal'd cross faintly shining through the shadows 

of that face. 

The vision hath a sense of time ; a night hath glided 

by, 

And fi'om his knees the man of prayer hath risen 

silently, 
As on the first fair Easter-mom the waken'd saints 

arose, 
When the moving of the sealed stone broke on their 

long repose ; 

So, with a glory on his brow, he rose ; 'twas strange 

to view 
How, under his swift finger, a wondrous picture 

grew; 
Grew, like a flower unfolded by some deep living 

law. 
Scarce seen by him : his spirit's eye its own deep 

vision saw. 
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Lo, as from linked notes ye weave a harmony divine, 
A perfect face is growing from blended tint and line ; 
How gravely falls the golden hair by each trans- 
parent cheek ! 
How lofty is the posture ! the lifted gaze how meek ! 

See the bright pity of those eyes, those tender brows 

and pure. 
The sorrow of those severed lips, calm waiting to 

endure ; 
She clasps the babe against her heart, nor shrinks, 

yet sees revealed 
The sword that is to pierce her, through ev'n that 

awful shield. 

The Mother and the Child — it is again that simple 

theme, — 
Love bom of grief ! The Painter hath started from 

his dream ; 
When a soft voice comes suddenly, like dew on 

evening air, 
" So went Angelico to work — say, how didst thou 

prepare?" 
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The Thoughts of the Emperor M. Aurelius Antoninus. Trans- 
lated by Geoi^e Long. Fcap. 8vo. 6«. [Ready. 

The Schole Master. By Roger Ascham. Edited by the Rev. J. 
E. B. Mayor, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. [Ready. 

Charades, Enigmas, and Riddles. Collected by a Cantab. Fourth 
Edition, enlarged. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. Qd. [Ready. 

Flax and its Products in Ireland. By William Charley, J. P., 
Juror and Reporter Class XIV, Great Exhibition 1851 ; also appointed 
in 1862 for Class XIX. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 5s. [Ready. 

The Cotton, Flax, and other Chief Fibre-yielding Plants of India ; 
with a coloured Map of the Country, several original Illustrations of the 
Native Fibrous Plants, and many important Statistical Tables. By J. 
Forbes Watson, A.M., M.D., Reporter to the Indian Ghnremment on the 
Products of India. Royal 8vo. [Immediately. 

Engravings of Unedited or Rare Greek Coins. With Descrip- 
tions. By General C. R. Fox. 4to. Part I, Europe. 7s. 6d. Part II, 
Asia and Africa. [Ready. 

Analecta Graeca Minora. With Introductory Sentences, Notes, 
and a Lexicon, by the Rev. P. Frost. Fcap. 8vo. [Ready. 

Dual Arithmetic, A New Art, by Oliver Byrne, formerly Pro- 
fessor of Mathematics at the late College of Civil Engineers, Putney. 
8vo. 10s. 6d. [Ready. 



4 Messrs Bell and Daldy^s New Books. 

Bell and Daldy's Pockbt Volumes. A Series of Select Worfa 

of Favourite Authors, adapted for general reading, moderate in price 
compact and elegant in form, and executed in a style fitting them to bi 
permanently preserved. Imperial 82mo. 



Now Ready. 

White's Natural History of Selborne. 
Zs. 

Coleridge's Poems. 25. Qd. 

The Robin Hood Ballads. 25. M. 

The Midshipman. — Autobiographi- 
cal Sketcnes of his own early 
Career, by Capt. Basil Hall, R.N., 
F.B.8. From his " Fragments of 
Voyages and Travels." 3». 

The Lieutenant and Commander. 
By the same Author. 3*. 

Southey's Life of Nelson. 25. 6flf. 

George Herbert's Poems. 25. 

G^eorge Herbert's Works. 35. 

Lonnellow's Poems. 25. M. 

Lamo's Tales from Shakspeare. 28.Qd. 

Milton's Paradise Lost. 25. 6^. 

Milton's Paradise Regained and 
other Poems. 25. 6rf. 



JPrepcaring. 
Sea Songs and Ballads. By Chailes 

Dibdin and others. 
Burns's Poems. 
Bnms's Songs. 
Walton's Complete Angler. Illns- 

trated. 
The Con(]ae8t of India. By Capt 

Basil Hall, R.N. 
Walton's Lives of Donne, Wotton 

Hooker, &c. 
Gray's Poems. 
Gh>ldsmith's Poems. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Henry Vaughan's Poems. 

And others. 



In cloth, top edge gilt, at 6(^. per volume extra ; in half morocco, Roxburgl 
style, at l5. extra ; in antique or best plain morocco (Hayday) at 4s. extra. 




R. RICHARDSON'S New Dictionary of the Englis 
Language. Combining Explanation with Etymology, an 
copiously illustrated by Quotations from the best authoritie 
New Edition, with a Supplement containing additional Wort 
and further Illustrations. In Two Vols. 4to. 4/. 145. 6rf. Ha 
bound in russia, 5/. 155. 6d. Russia, 6^. 125. 

The Words — ^with those of the same Family — are traced to the 
Origin. 

The Explanations are deduced from the Primitive Meaning thioug 
the various Usages. 

The Quotations are arranged Chronologically, from the Earliest F 
riod to the Present Time. 

\* The Supplement separately, 4to. 125. 

An 8yo. Edition, without the Quotations, 155. Half-mssia, 205. Rnssia, 24 

** It is an admirable addition to our Lexicography, supplying a grei 
desideratum, as exhibiting the biography of each word — its birth, pi 
rentage and education, the changes that have befallen it, the company 
has kept, and the connexions it has formed — by rich series of quotatioo 
all in cnronoloffical order. This is such a Dictionary as perhaps no othi 
language could ever boast." — Quarterly Review. 

Dr. Richardson on the Study of Language : an Exposition < 
Home Tooke's Diversions of Purley. Fcap. 8vo. 45. 9d. 
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Cbe Htbrarp of (Bmlinh motl^itji. 

A Series of reprints of the best Authors carefully edited and c5ol- 

lated with the Early Copies, and handsomely printed 

by Whittingham in Octavo. 

OWER'S Confessio Amantis, with Life by Dr. Pauli, 

and a GloBsary. 3 vols. 2/. 2s. Antique calf, 3/. 6s. Only a 

limited nnmber of Copies printed. 

This important work is so scarce that it can seldom be met 
with even in large libraries. Jt is uxmting in nearly every collection of 
English Poetry, 

Spenser's Complete Works; with Life, Notes, and Glossary, by 
John Payne Collier, Esq., F.S.A. 5 vols. 8vo. S/. lbs. Antique calf, 6/. Of. 

Bishop Butler's Analogy of Religion ; with Analytical Index, by 
the Rer. Edward Steere, LL.D. 8vo. 12*. Antique calf, 1/. Is. 

" The present edition has been furnished with an Index of the Texts of 
Scripture auoted, and an Index of Words and Things considerably fuller 
than any hitherto published." — Editor's Preface. 

Bishop Jeremy Taylor's Rule and Exercises of Holy Living and 
Dying. 2 vols. 8vo. 1/. Is. Morocco, antique calf or morocco, 2/. 2s. 

Herbert's Poems and Remains : with S. T. Coleridge's Notes, 

and Life by Isaak Walton. Revised, with additional Notes, by Mr. J. 
Yeowell. 2 vols. 8vo. 1/. Is. Morocco, antique calf or morocco, 21. 2s. 



Uniform with the above. 
The Physical Theory of Another Life. By Isaac Taylor, Esq. 

Author of " LofAc m Theology," " Ultimate Civilization, &c." New 
Edition. 10s. 6d. Antique calf, 2ls. 




R. S. W. Singer's New Edition of Shakespeare's Dra- 
matic Works. The Text carefully revised, with Notes. The 
Life of the Poet and a Critical Essay on each Play by W. W. 
Lloyd, Esq. 10 vols. Os. each. Calf, 5/. 5«. Morocco, 6/. 6s. 
Large Paper Edition, crown 8vo., 4/. 10*. Calf, 6/. I6s. M. 
Morocco, 81. Ss. 

*< Mr. Singer has produced a text, the accuracy of which cannot be sur- 
passed in the present state of antiquarian and philological knowledge."— 
Daily News. 
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The Pablishers have been induced, by the scarcity and increas- 
ing Talae of this admired Series of the Poets, to prepare a New 
Edition, very carefully corrected, and improved by such additions 
as recent literary research has placed within their reach. 

The general principle of Editing which has been adopted is to 
give the entire Poems of each author in strict conformity tcith the JEcHtion 
which received his final revision, to prefix a Memoir^ and to add smek 
notes as may be necessary to elucidate the sense of obsolete ujords or ex- 
plain obscure allusions. Each author will be placed in the hands of 
a competent editor specially acquainted with the literature and 
bibliography of the period. 

Externally this new edition will resemble the former, but with 
some improvements. It will be elegantly printed by Whitting- 
ham, on toned paper manufactured expressly for it ; and a highly- 
finished portrait of each author will be given. 

The Aldine Edition of the British Poets has hitherto been the 
favourite Series with the admirers of choice books, and every 
effort will be made to increase its claims as a comprehensive and 
faithful mirror of the poetic genius of the nation. 

KENSrDE'S Poetical Works, with Memoir by the Bev. 
A. Djce, and additional Letters, carefnllj revised. 6s, Mo- 
rocco, or antique morocco, 10s. 6d. 

Collins's Poems, with Memoir and Notes by W. Moy 
Thomas, Esq. 3s. 6d. Morocco, or antique morocco, 8s. (kL 

Gray's Poetical Works, with Notes and Memoir by the Rev. 
John Mitford. 5s. Morocco, or antique morocco, 10s. 6d. 

Kirke White's Poems, with Memoir by Sir H. Nicolas, and addi- 
tional notes. Careftillj revised. 5s. Morocco, or antique morocco, 10s. (hf. 

Shakespeare's Poems, with Memoir by the Bev. A. Dyce. 5s. 
Morocco, or antique morocco, IDs. 6d. 

Young^s Poems, with Memoir by the Bev. John Mitford, and 
additional Poems. 2 vols. 10s. Morocco, or antique morocco, 11, Is. 

Thomson's Poems, with Memoir by Sir H. Nicolas, annotated by 
Peter Cunningham, Esq., F.S.A., and additional Poems, carefully revised. 
2 vols. 10s. Morocco, or antique morocco, 1/. Is. 

Thomson's Seasons, and Castle of Indolence, with Memoir. 6s. 
Morocco, or antique morocco, lis. M. 

Dryden's Poetical Works, with Memoir by the Bev. R. Hooper. 
F.S.A. Carefully revised. [In the Press. 

Cowper's Poetical Works, including his Translations. Edited, 
with Memoir, by John Bruce, Esq., F.S.A. [In the Preu. 
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Uniform with the Aldine Edition of the Poets. 

The Works of Gray, edited by the Rev. John Mitford. With 
his Correspondence with Mr. Chnte and others, Journal kept at Rome, 
Criticism on the Sculptures, &c. New Edition. 5 vols. 11. 5s. 

The Temple and other Poems. By George Herbert, with Cole- 
ridge's Notes. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5s, Morocco, antique calf or 
morocco, 10«. 6d. 

Vaughan's Sacred Poems and Pious Ejaculations, with Memoir 
by the Rev. H. F. Lyte. Neiv Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 6». Antique calf 
or morocco, lOs. 6d. Large Paper ^ Is. 6d. Antique calf, 14$. Antique 
morocco, 15^. 

** Preserving all the piety of George Herbert, they have less of his 
quaint and fantastic turns, with a much larger infusion of poetic feeling 
and expression." — Lyte. 

Bishop Jeremy Taylor's Rule and Exercises of Holy Living and 
Holy Dying. 2 vols. 2s. 6d. each. Morocco, antique calf or mcnrocco, ?£. U. 
each. In one volume, 5s. Morocco, antique calf or morocco, 10s. 6d. 

Bishop Butler's Analogy of Religion : with Analytical Introduc- 
tion and copious Index, by the Rev. Dr. Steere. 6s. Antique calf, 1I<. 6d. 

Bishop Butler's Sermons and Remains; with Memoir, by the Rev. 
£. Steere, LL.D. 6s. 

*«* This volume contuns some additional remains, which are copyright, 
and render it the most complete edition extant. 

Bishop Butler's Complete Works ; with Memoir by the Rev. Dr. 
Steere. 2 vols. 12s. 

Bacon's Advancement of Learning. Edited, with short Notes, 
by the Rev. G. W. Kitchin, M.A., Christ Church, Oxibrd. 6s. ; antique 
calf, lis. 6d. 

Bacon's Essays; or, Counsels Civil and Moral, with the Wisdom 
of the Ancients. With References and Notes by S. W. Singer, F.S.A. 5s. 
Morocco, or antique calf, 10s. (id. 

Bacon's Novum Organum. Newly translated, with short Notes, 
by the Rev. Andrew Johnson, M. A. 6s. Antique calf, lis. 6d. 

Locke on the Conduct of the Human Understanding ; edited by 
Bolton Comey, Esq., M. R. S. L. 3s. 6d. Antique calf; 8s. 6a. 

'* I cannot think any parent or instructor justified in neglecting to put 
this little treatise into the hands of a boy about the time when the reason- 
ing faculties become developed."— JE2aZ2ain. 

Ultimate Civilization. By Isaac Taylor, Esq, 6s. 

Logk; in Theology, and other Essays, By Isaac Taylor, Esq. 6«. 

The Physical Theory of Another Life. By Isaac Taylor, Esq., 
Author of the ♦* Natural History of Enthusiasm,^' •' Restoration of Belief," 
&c. New Edition, tfs. Antique calf, lis. 6d. 
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OMESTIC Life in Palestine. By M. E. Rogers. Post 

8vo. Second Edition. 10«. M. 

By-Koads and Battle Fields in Picardy : with Inci- 
dents and Gatherings by the Way between Ambletetue and 
Ham; including Aginconrt and Cr^y. By G. M. Mnsgrave, MJL., 
Illustrated. Super-royal 8vo. 16*. 

The Boat and the Caravan. A Family Tour through Egypt and 

Syria. New and cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo. bs. 6d. 

Fragments of Voyages and Travels. By Captain Basil Hall, 
B.N., F.B.S. 1st, 2nd, and 3rd Series in 1 toI. complete. New MUium. 
Royal Svo. 10*. 6d. 

Frederick Lucas. A Bio^phy. By C. J. Riethmuller, author 
of « Teuton," a Poem. C^wn Svo. 4s. Qd. 

Adventures of Baron Wenceslas Wratislaw of Mitrowitz i what 
he saw in the Turkish Metropolis, Constantinople, experieneed in Ids 
Captivity, and, after his happy return to his conntiy, coaunitted to 
writing, in the year of our Lord, 1599. Literally translated from, the 
original Bohemian by A. H. Wratislaw, M.A. Crown Bro. ds. 6d. 

Hie Gem of Thomey Island ; or, The Historical Associations of 
Westminster Abbey. By the Rev. J. Ridgway, M.A. Crown Bro. 7s. (Id. 

Gifts and Graces. A new Tale, by the Author of '' The Bose and 

the Lotus." Post 8to. 7s. 6d. 
Childhood and Youth. By Count Nicola Tolstoi. Translated 

from the Russian by Malwida ron Meysenbng. Post 8to. 9s. 9a. 

Baronscliffe; or, the Deed of other Days. By Mrs. P. M. 
Latham, Author of *' The Wa3rfarer8.'' Crown Svo. 6s. 

The Wayfarers : or. Toil and Rest, By Mrs. Latham. Fcap. 5s. 

The Manse of Mastland. Sketches : Serious and Humorous, in 
the Life of a Village Pastor in the Netherlands. Translated firom the 
Dutch by Thomas Keightley, M.A. Post Svo. 9s. 

The Home Life of English Ladies in the Seventeenth Century. 
By the Author of " Mi^dalen Stafford." Second Edition, atlaruei. 
Fcap. 8vo. 6s. Calf, 9s. 6a. 

The Romance and its Hero. By the Author of '* Magdalen Staf- 
ford." 3 vols. Fcap. Svo. 12s. 

Magdalen Stafford. A Tale. Fcap. Svo. 5a. 

Claude de Yesci ; or, the Lost Inheritance. 2 vols. Fcap. 8vo« 9f. 



Bt the late MkS. WOODEOOPITE. 

OTTAGE Dialogues. New Edition, 12mo. 4«. 6d. 

Shades of Character; or, the Infant Pilgrim . 7 th Editim, 
2 vols. 12mo. 12s. 

Michael Kemp, the Happy Farmer's Lad. Sth Edition, 12mo. is, 

A Sequel to Michael Kemp. New Edition, 12mo. 6«. fid. 
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Mbs. AI.FBBD Gattt's Popolab Works. 

** We should not be doing justice to the highest class of iuvenile fiction, 
trere we to omit, as particufarlj worthy of attention at this season, the 
whol e series of Mrs. Qatty's admirable books. They are quite sui generis^ 
and deserve the widest possible circulation." — Literary Ckwehman, 

[ ARABLES from Nature : with Notes on the Natural 
History. Illustrated by w. Holman Hunt, Otto Speckter, 
C. W. Cope, R, A., E. Warren, W. Millais, Q. Thomas, and 
H. Caldemn. 8vo. Ornamental cloth, 10s. 6d. Antique 
morocco elegant, 1/. Is. 

Parables from Nature. 16mo. with Illustrations. Tenth Editum. 
Zs. 6d. Separately: First Series, Is. 6d. ; Second Series, 2s. 

Bed Snow, and other Parables from Nature. With Illustrations. 
Third Series. Second Edition. 16mo. 2s. 

Worlds not Realized. I6mo. Third EdUion. 2<. 

Proverbs Illustrated. 16mo. with Illustrations, ^rd Edition, 2s, 

\* These littie works have been found useful for Sunday reading in the 
famUy drde, and insirttctive and interesHitg to school children. 

The Human Face Divine, and other Tales. With Illustrations 
by C. S. Lane. Fcap. 8to. 3s. 6d, 

The Fairy Godmothers and other Tales. Third Edition. Fcap. 

8vo. with Frontispiece. 2s. 6d. 

Legendary Tales. With Illustrations by Phiz. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

The Poor Incumbent. Fcap. 8vo. Sewed, 1». Cloth, Is, 6d, 

The Old Folks from Home ; or, a Holiday in Ireland in 1861. 
Second Edition. Poet 8vo. 7s. 6d, 

Aunt Judy's Tales. Illustrated by Clara S. Lane. Fcap. 8vo. 
Third Edition. 2s. ^ 

Aunt Judy's Letters. Illustrated by Clara S. Lane. Fcap. 
8vo. Zs. 6d. 



Melchior's Dream, and other Tales. By J. H G. Edited by 
Mrs. Gatty. Illustrated. Fcap. 8to. Zs. 6d. 




HE Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel 
Defoe. With 100 Illustrations by E. H. Wehnert. Uniform 
with " Andersen's Tales." Small 8vo. Cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Andersen's Tales for Children. Translated by A. 
Wehnert With 105 Illustrations by E. H. Wehnert, W. Thomas, and 
others. Small 8vo. Cloth, gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Amons^ the Tartar Tents ; or, the Lost Fathers. A Tale. By 
Anne Bowman, Author of " Esperanza," '* The Boy Voyagers," &c. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

[atde Maggie and her Brother. By Mrs. G. Hooper, Author of 
" Recollections of Mrs. Anderson's School," " Arbell," &c. With a 
Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
A2 
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Guessing Stories: or, the Surprising Adventures of the Man 
with the Extra Pair of Eyes. A Book for Yonng People. By a Coontrj 
Parson. ImperiRl 16mo. Cloth, gilt edges, Zs. 

Cavaliers and Hound Heads. By J. G. Edgar, Author of '^ Sea 
Kings and Naral Heroes." Illustrated by Amy Butts. Fcap. 8to. 5i. 

Sea-Kings and Naval Heroes. A Book for Boys. By J. 6. 
Edgar. With Illastrations by C. K. Johnson and C. Keene. Fcap. 8to. 6f. 

The Life of Christopher Columbus, in Short Words. By Sarah 
Crompton. Crown 8to. 2s. 6ef. Also an Edition for Schools, Is. 

The Life of Martin Luther, in Short Words. By the same Author. 
Crown 8vo. 1». M. Stiff cover, 1». 

Nursery Tales. By Mrs. Motherly. With Illustrations by C. 
S. Lane. Imperial 16mo. 2s. 6d. Colonred, gilt edges, Zs. 6d. 

Nursery Poetry. By Mrs. Motherly. With Ei^ht IHustrations 
by C. S. Lane. Imperial I6mo. 2s. Qd. Coloured, gilt edges, 3«. id. 

Nursery Carols. Illustrated with 120 Pictures. By Ludwis 
Bicther and Oscar Pletsch. Imperial 18mo. Ornamental Binding. 3t.6a. 
colonred, 6s. 

Poetry for Play-Hours. By Gerda Fay. With Eight large 

Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 3s. 6d. Coloured, gilt edges, 4s. 9d. 

Very Little Tales for Very Little Children In single Syllables 
of Four and Five letters. Jvew Edition. Illustrated. 2 vols. lOmo. Is. 9d. 
each, or in 1 vol. 3s. 

Progressive Tales for Little Children. Li words of One and T«o 
Syllables. Forming the sequel to " Very Little Tales." New EditUm. 
Illustrated. 2 vols. 16mo. Is. 6d. each, or in I vol. Ss. 

The White Lady and Undine, translated from the German by the 
Hon. C. L. Lyttelton. With numerous Illustrations. Fcap. 8to. 6s. Or, 
separately, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Lights of the Will o' the Wisp. Translated by Lady Maxwell 
Wallace. With a coloured Frontispiece. Imperial 16mo. Cloth, gilt 
edges, 5s. 

Voices from the Greenwood. Adapted from the Original. By 
Lady Maxwell Wallace. With Illustrations. Imperial I6taio. 2s. Bd. 

Princess Use : a Legend, translated from the German. By Lady 
Maxwell Wallace. With Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 2s. ed. 

A Poetry Book for Children. Illustrated with Thirty-seTen 
highly-finished Engravings, by C. W. Cope, R. A., Helmsley, Palmer, 
Skill, Thomas, and H. Weir. New Edition. Crown 8to. 2s. 9d. 
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Cfie ©j&iftten'js picture ISooit Sbttit^. 

Written expressly for Young People, super-royal 16mo. 
Ciothj gilt edges, price 5s. each* 

IBLE Picture Book. Eighty Illustrations. (Ck>loured, 

9s.) 

Scripture Parables and Bible Miracles. Thirty-two 
lUostrations. (Colonred, 7s. 6d.) 

English History. Sixty Illustrations. (Coloured, 9s.) 

Good and Great Men. Fifty Illustrations. (Coloured, 9s.) 

Useful Knowledge. One Hundred and Thirty Figures. 

Cloth, red edges, price 2s. 6^ each, (^Oolotired, gilt edges, 3s. 6</.) 
Scripture Parables. By Bey. J. E. Clarke. 16 Illustrations. 
Bible Miracles. By Rev. J. E. Clarke, M.A. 16 Ulustrationi. 
The Life of Joseph. Sixteen Illustrations. 
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Sixteen Illustrations. 




LABK'S Introduction to Heraldry. — Containing Bules 

for Blazoning and Marshalling Coats of Armour — Dictionary 
of Terms — Orders of Knighthood explained — Deanrees of the 
Nobility and Gentry— Tables of Precedency ; 48 Engravings, 
including upwards of 1,000 Examples, and the Arms of nu- 
merous Families. Sixteenth Edition improved. Small Svo. 7s. 6d. Co- 
loured, 18s. 

Book of Family Crests and Mottoes, with Four Thousand EneraV' 
ims of the Crests of the Peers, Baronets, and Gentry of England and 
Wales, and Scotland and Ireland. A Dictionary of Mottos, &c. Tenth 
Ekiition, enlarged. 2 vols, small 8vo. 11. 4s. 

** Perhaps the best recommendation to its utility and correctness (in 
the main) is, that it has been used as a work of reference in the Heralds 
College. No wonder it sells." — Spectator. 

A Handbook of Mottoes borne by the Nobility, Gentry, Cities, 
Public Companies, &c. Translated and Illustrated, with Notes and 
Quotations, by C. N. Elvin, M.A. Small 8vo. 6«. 

Gothic Ornaments ; being a Series of Examples of enriched De- 
tails and Accessories of the Architecture of Great Britain. Drawn from 
existing Authorities. By J. E. Colling, Architect. Royal 4to. Vol. I. 
Zl.lZs.Qd. Vol. II. U.\^.M. 

Details of Gothic Architecture, Measured and Drawn from existing 
Examples. By J. E. Colling, Architect. Royal 4to: 2 vols. 5/. 5s. 



12 Messrs, Bell and JDaldy^s 

The Architectural History of Chichester Cathedral, with an In- 
trodnctoiy Essay on the Fall of the Tovrer and Spire. By the Rev. B. 
Willis, M.A., F.R.S., &c., Jacksonian Professor in the University of 
Cambridge.— Of BoMrove Priory, by the Rev. J. L. Petit, M.A.» F.8.A. 
— And of t^horeham Collegiate Chnrch, together with the Collective Archi- 
tectural History of the foregoing buildings, as indicated by their mould- 
ings, by Edmund Sharpe, M.A., F.R.I. B.A. Illustrated by one hundred 
• Plates, Diagrams, Plana and Woodcuts. Super-royal 4to. 1^. 10s. 

Architectural Studies in France. By the Rev. J. L. Petit, M.A., 
F.S.A. With Illustrations from Drawings by the Author and P. H. 
Delamotte. Imp. 8vo. 21. 2s. 

Remarks on Church Architecture. With Illustrations. By the 
Rev. J. L. Petit, M.A. 2 vols. 8vo. 11. Is. 

A Few Notes on the Temple Organ. By Edmund Macrory, M.A. 
Second Edition. Super-royal 16mo. Haff morocco, Roxburgh, Zs. 6d. 

Scudamore Organs, or Practical Hints respecting Organs for Vil- 
lage Churches and small Chancels, on improved principles. By the Rev. 
John Baron, M.A., Rector of Upton Scudamore, Wilts. With Desij 
Gheorge Edmund Street, F.S.A. Second Edition^ revised and 
8vo. 6s. 

The Bell; its Origin, History, and Uses. By Rev. A. Gatty. 3*. 

Practical Remarks on Belfries and Ringers. By the Rev. H. T. 

EUacombe, M. A., F. A.S., Rector of Clyst St. (George, Devonshire. Second 
Edition^ with an Appendix on Chiming. Illustrated. Svo. 3<. 

Proceedings of the Archaeological Institute at Newcastle, in 1853. 
With Numerous Engravings. 2 vols. Svo. 21. 2s. 

History of the Parish of EcclesBeld, in the County of York. By 
the Rev. J. Eastwood, M.A., Incumbent of Hope, Staffordshire, formerfy 
Curate of Ecclesfield. Svo. 16s. 

A Handbook for Visitors to Cambridge. By Norris Deck. 
Illustrated by S Steel Engravings, 97 Wo^cuts, and a Map. Crown 
Svo. 5s. 

Canterbury in the Olden Time: from the Municipal Archives 
and other Sources. By John Brent, F.S.A. With IllustratiouB. 6s, 

Whirlwinds and Dust-Storms of India. With numerous Illustra- 
tions drawn from Nature, bound separately ; and an Addendum on Sani- 
tary Measures required for European Soldiers in India. By P. F. H. 
Baddeley, Surgeon, Bengal Army, Retired List. Large Svo. "Vl^tli 
Illustrations, Ss. 6d. ; without Illustrations, Zs. 

Two Transparent Wind Cards in Horn, adapted to the Northern and 
Southern Hemispheres, for the use of Sailors. 2s. 

The Addresses of the Hungarian Diet of 1861, to H. I. M. the 
Emperor of Austria, with the Imperial Rescript and other Documents. 
Translated for presentation to Members of both Houses of the Brituh 
Parliament. By J. Home Payne, Esq., M.A., Lond., of the Inner Temple. 
Royal Svo. 2<.*6rf. ^ 
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EBSTER'S Complete Dictionary of the English Lan- 
guage. New Edition,^ revised and greatly enlarged, by 
Chau:7CE7 a. GK)odrich, Professor in Yale College. 4to. 
(1624 pp.) U. \U. M.; half calf, 2/.; calf, or half rossia, 
21. 2s. ; mssia, 2/. 1U5. 

Though the circulation of Dr. Webster's celebrated Dictionary, in its 
rarious forms, in the United States, in England, and in every country 
where the English Language is spoken, may be counted by hundreds of 
thousands, it is believed that there are many persons to whom the book 
is yet unknown, and who, if seeking for a Dictionary which should supply 
all reasonable wants, would be at a loss to select one from the numerous 
competitor in the field. 

In announcing this New Edition, the Proprietors desire to call attention 
to the features which distinguish it, and to put before those who are in 
want of such a book, the points in which it excels all other Dictionaries, 
and which render it the best that has as yet been issued for the practical 
purposes of daily use : — 

1. Accuracy of Definition. 2. Pronunciation intelligibly marked. 3. 
Completeness. 4. Etymology. 5. Obsolete Words. 6. Uniformity in the 
Mode of Spelling. 7. Quotations. 8. Cheapness. 

With the determination that the superiority of the work shall be fully 
maintained, and that it shall keep pace with the requirements of the age 
and the universal increase of education, the Proprietors have added to 
this New Edition, under the editorship of Professor Goodrich, — 

A Table of Synonyms. An Appendix of New Words. Table of Quota- 
tions, Words, Phrases, &c. 

Tables of Interest, enlarged and Improved : calculated at Five 
per Cent. ; Showing at one view the Interest or any Sum, firom £1 to 
£3d5 : they are also canied on by hundreds to £1,000, and by thousands 
to £10,000, from one day to 365 days. To which are added. Tables of 
Interest, from one to 12 months, and from two to 13 years. Also Tables 
for calculating Commission on Sales of (3oods or Banking Accounts, from 
^ to 5 per Cent., with several useful additions, among which are Tables 
for calculating Interest on lai^e sums for 1 day, at the several rates of 4 
and 5 per Cent, to £100,000,000. By Joseph King, of Liverpool. 24tA 
Edition. With a Table showing the number of days from any one day 
to any other day in the Year. 8vo. II. Is, 

The Housekeeping Book, or Family Ledger ; on an Improved 
Principle. By ^ich an exact Account can be kept of Income and £x- 
penditnre ; suitable for any Year, and may be begun at any time. With 
Hints on Household Management, Receipts, &c. By Mrs. Hamilton. 
8vo. Cloth, Is. Od. sewed. Is. 

The Executor's Account Book, with short Practical Instructions 
for the guidance of Executors. By a Solicitor. Folio. 4s. 




EGENDS and Lyrics, b^ Adelaide Anne Procter. 
9th Edition. Fcap. 6s. Antique or best plain morocco, 10s. Qd. 

' Second Series, Second Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 5». ; 



antique or best plain morocco, 10;. 6d. 

The Legend of the Golden Prayers, and other Poems. By C. F. 

Alexander, Author of '* Moral Songs," &c. Fcap. Svo. 6s. ; antique or best 

plain morocco, 105. 6d. 
Verses for Holy Seasons. By the Same Author. Edited by the 

Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D.D. Ath Edition. Fcap. Ss. M. ; morocco, antique 

calf or morocco, 85. 6cf. 
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Nightingale Valley ; a Collection of Choice Lyrics and Short 
Poems. From the time of Shakespeare to the present day. Edited hf 
William Allingham. Fcap. Sro. 6s. ; mor., antique calf or mor., IQtM. 

Latin Translations of English Hymns. By Charles Bochanaa 
Pearson, M. A., Prebendary of Sarom, and Rector of Knebirorth. Fcap. 
8vo. 6a. 

The Frithiof Saga. A Poem. Translated from the Norweeian. 
By the Rev. R. Mucklestone, M.A., Rector of Dinedor, Herefordiwire; 
late Fellow and Tutor of Worcester Coll. Oxford. Cr. 8vo. Is. 6d. 

Saul, a Dramatic Poem ; Elizabeth, an Historical Ode; and other 
Poems. By William Fulford, M Jl. Fcap. 8to. 6s. 

Lays and Poems on Italy. By F. A. Mackay. Fcap. Svo. 5s. 

Poems from the German. By Kichard Gktmett, Author of " lo 
in Egypt, and other Poems." Fcap. Sro. Ss. 6(L 

lo in Egypt, and other Poems. By B. Gamett Fcap. Svo. Sn 

The Monks of Kilcrea, and other Poems. Third EdUion, Post8?o. 

7s. ed. 

Christopheros, and other Poems. By the Ven. W. B. Mant, 
Archdeacon of Down. Crown Svo. ds. 

Teuton. A Poem. By C. J. Biethmiiller. Crown Svo. 7«.6d. 

Dryope, and other Poems. By T. Ashe. Fcap. Svo. 65. 

Wild Thyme. By E. M. Mitchell. Fcap. Svo. 5#. 

Lyrics and Idylls. By Gerda Fay. Fcap. Svo. 4». 

The Defence of Guenevere, and other Poems. By W. Morris. 5s. 

David Mallet's Poems. With Notes and Illustrations by F. Dins- 
dale, LL.D., F.SjL. New Edition. Post Svo. lOs. ed. 

Ballads and Songs of Yorksh ire. Transcribed from private MSS., 
rare Broadsides, and scarce Publications ; with Notes and a Glossary. 
By C. J. D. Ingledew, M.A., Ph.D., F.O.H.S., author of ^* The History 
of North Allerton." Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

Percy's Beliques of Ancient English Poetry. 3 vols. sm. Svo. 15*. 

Half-bound, 18«. Antique calf, or morocco, 11. lis. 9d, 

Ellis's Specimens of Early English Poetry. 3 vols. sm. Svo. 15i. 

Half-bound, ISs. Antique calf or morocco, 11. lis. 6rf. 

The Book of Ancient Ballad Poetry of Great Britain, Historical, 
Traditional and Romantic : with Modem Imitations, Translations, Notes 
and Glossary, &c. Edited by J. S. Moore. New and Improved JEditioUt 
Svo. Half-bound, 14s. Antique morocco, 21s. 

The Promises of Jesus Christ. Illuminated by Albert H. Warren, 
Second Edition. Ornamental cloth, 15s. Antique morocco elegant, 21s. 

Christmas with the Poets ; a Collection of English Poetry 
relating to the Festival of Christmas. Illustrated by Birket Foster, and 
with numerous initial letters and borders beautifully printed in gold and 
colours by Edmund Evans. New and improved Ekiition. Super royal Sro. 
Ornamental binding, 21s. Antique morocco, 31s. 6d. 




New and Standard Publications. 15 



THENiE Cantabrigienses. By C. H. Cooper, F.S.A., 
and Thompson Cooper. Yolome I. 1500—1585. 8yo. 18«. 
Vol. II. 1586—1609. 8vo. 18». 
This Kork, in illostration of the biMpraphf ni notable and 
eminent men who have been members td the Umversitf of Cambridge, 
comprehends notices of :— 1 . Authors. 2. Cardinals, archbishops, bishops, 
abbots, heads ofreligioos houses and other choreh dignitaries. 3. States- 
men, diplomatists, military and naval commanders. 4. Judges and emi- 
nent practitioners of the civil or common law. 5. Sufferers for religious 
or political opinions. 6. Persons distinguished for success in tuition. 7. 
Eminent physicians and medical practitioners. 8. Artists, musicians, 
and heralds. 9. Heads of colleges, professors, and principal officers ni the 
nniversitj. 10. Benefactors to the university and colleges, or to the 
public at large. 

The Early and Middle Ages of England. By C H. Pearson, 
M.A., Fellow of Oriel Collie, Oxford, and Professor of Modem History, 
King's Collie, London. 8vo. 12s. 

History of England, from the Invasion of Julias Csesar to the End 
of tne Reign of Gteo^e II., by Hume and Smollett. With the Continua- 
tion, to the Accession of Queen Victoria, by the Rev. T. S. Hughes, B.D. 
late Canon of Peterborough. New Edition^ containing Historical Illustra- 
tions, Autographs, and Portraits, copious Notes, and the Author's last 
Corrections^and Improvements. In 18 vols, crown 8to. 4s. each. 

Vols. I. to VI. (Hume's p<Hrtion), \l. 4tS, 

Vols. VII. to X. (Smollett's ditto), 16«. 

VoU. XI. to XVril. (Hughes's ditto), 1/. 12t. 

History of England, from the Accession of George HI. to the 
Accession of Queen Victoria. By the Rev. T. S. Hn|^es, B.D. Neu 
Ekiition, almost entirely re-written. In 7 vols. 8vo. SI. 13s. 6d. 

Choice Notes from '^ Notes and Queries," by the Editor. Fcap. 
8vo. 5«. each. 

Vol. I. — HisTOBT. Vol. II. — Folk Lo&x. 

Master Wace's Chronicle of the Conquest of England. Trans- 
lated from the Norman by Sir Alexander Malet, Bart, H.B.M. Pleni- 
potentiary, Frankfort. With Photograph Illustrations of the Bayeaux 
Tapestry. Medium 4to. Half-morocco, Roxburgh, 21. 2s. 

The Prince Consort's Addresses on Different Public Occasions. 
Beautifully printed by Whittingham. -ito. 10s. ed. 

Life and Books ; or, Records of Thought and Beading. By J. F. 
Boyes, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 5s.; calf, 8s. 6d. 

Life's Problems. By Sir Rutherford Akock, E. C. B. Second 
Edition, revised and enlarged. Fcap. 5t. 

Parliamentary Short-Hand (Official System). By Thompson 

Cooper. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

This is the system tatioersalbf practised by the Government Official Re- 
porters. It has many advantaffes over the system ordinarily adopted, 
and has hitherto been inaccessible, exc^t in a high-priced volume. 

English Retraced 5 or. Remarks, Critical and PhOological, founded 
on a Comparison of the Breeches Bible with the English of the present 
day. Crown 8vo. 5s. 
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The Pleasures of Literature. By R. Aris Willmott, Incumbent of 
Bear- Wood. Fifth Edition^ enXvsgt^. Fcap. 8vo. bs. Morocco, 10s. 6rf. 

Hints and Helps for Youths leavinpj ScbooL By the Rev. J. S. 
Qilderdale, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. Calf, 8s. ed. 

Hints to Maid Servants in Small Households, on Manners, Dress, 
and Duties. Bj Mrs. Motherlj. Fcap. 8to. Is. ft/. 

A Wife's Home Duties; containing Hints to inexperienced 
Housekeepers. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. M. 

Geology in the Garden : or, The Fossils in the Flint Pebbles. 
With 106 Illustrations. By the Rev. Henry Eley, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. fis. 

Halcyon : or Rod-Fishing in Clear Waters. By Henry Wade, 
Secretary to the Weardale Angling Association. With Coloured repre- 
sentations of the principal Flies, and other Illnstrations. Cr. Sto. Is. 6dL 

A Handy Book of the Chemistry of Soils : Explanatory of their 
Composition, and the Influence of Manures in ameliorating them, with 
Outlines of the various Processes of Agricultural Analysis. By John 
Scoffem, M.B. Crown 8vo. 4s. 6rf. 




SERMONS. 

ARISH SERMONS. By the Rev. M. F. Sadler, M. A., 
Ticar of Bridgwater. Author of the ** Sacrament of Respon- 
sibility," and " TheSecond Adam and the New Birth." Fcap. 
8vo. Vol. I, Advent to Trinity; Vol. II, Trinity to Advent. 
7s. Qd. each. 

Twenty-four Sermons on Christian Doctrine and Practice, and 
on the Church, By C. J. Blomfleld, D.D., late Lord Bishop of London. 
(BithertQ unpublished.) 8vo. lOs. ed. 

Kinff^s College Sermons. By the Rer. E. H. Flumptre, M^., 
Divinity Professor. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Sermons preached in Westminster. By the Rev. C. F. Secretan, 
M. A., Incumbent of Holy Trinity, Vauxhall-Bridge Road. Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

Sermons. By the Rev. A. Gatty, D.D., Vicar of Ecdesfield. 

12mo. 8s. 

Twenty Plain Sermons for Country Congre^tions and Family 
Reading. By the Rev. A. Gatty, D.D., Vicar of Scclesfield. Fcap. fis. 

Sermons to a Country Conffregation— Advent to Trmity. By the 
Rev. Hastings Gordon, M. A. 12mo. Ar. 

Sermons on Popular Subjects, preached in the Collegiate Church, 
Wolverhampton. By the Rev. Julius Lloyd, M. A. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

Gospel Truths in Parochial Sermons for the Great Festivals. 
By the Rev. J. Townson, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Four Sermons on the " Comfortable Words" in the Office for the 
Holy Communion. By Alexander Goalen, B.A. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

The Prodigal Son. Sermons by W. R. Clark, M.A., Vicar of 

Taunton, 8. Mary Magdalene. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 
The Redeemer : a Series of Sermons on Certain Aspects of the 

Person and Work of our Lord Jesus Christ. By W. B. Clark, M.A., 

Vicar of Taunton. Feiqp. 8vo. 5s. 
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The Fulness of the Manifestation of Jesus Christ ; being a Course 
of Epiphany Lectures. By Hilkiah Bedford Hall, B.C.L., Afternoon 
Lecturer of the Parish Church, Halifax, Author of " A Companion to the 
Authorized Version of the New Testament. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

Parochial Seimons. By the Rev. D. G. Stacy, Vicar of Horn- 
church, Essex. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

Sermons Suggested by the Miracles of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ. By the Very Rev. Dean Hook. 2 vols. Fcap. 8to. 12s. 

Five Sermons Preached before the University of Oxford. By the 
Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D.D., Dean of Chichester. Third Edition. 8». 

Plain Parochial Sermons. By the Rev. C. F. C. Pigott, B.A., 
late Curate of St. Michael's, Handsworth. Fcap. 8to. 6f . 

Our Privileges, Responsibilities, and Trials. By the Rev. E. 
Phillips, M.A. Fcap. 8to. 6s. 

Sermons, chiefly Practical. By the Rev. T. Nunns, M. A. Edited 
by the Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D.D., Dean of Chichester. Fcap. 8vo. 6*. 

Sermons, Preached in the Parish Church of Godalming, Surrey, 
by the Rev. E. J. Boyce, M Jl., Vicar. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. ti<. 

Life in Christ. By the Rev. J. Llewellyn Davies, M.A., Rector 
of Christ Church, Marylebone. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

The Church of Endand ; its Constitution, Mission, and Trials. 
By the Rt. Rev. Bishop Broughton. Edited, with a Prefat* " ' 



Prefatory Memoir, by 
the Ven. Archdeacon lELarrison. 8to. 10«. ed. 

Plain Sermons, Addressed to a Country Congregation. By the 
late E. Blencowe, M.A. 1st and 3rd Series, fcap. 8vo. 7s. ed. each. 

Occasional Sermons. By a Member of the Church of England. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Missionary Sermons preached at Hagley. Fcap. 3». 6J. 

The Sufficiency of Christ. Sermons preached during the Reading 

Lenten Mission of 1860. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6d. 

Westminster Abbey Sermons for the Working Classes. Fca]>. 
Authorised Edition. 1858. 2s. : 1859. 2s. ed. 

Sermons preached at St. Paul's Cathedral. Authorized . Edition, 
1859. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. ed. 




AILY Readings for a Year, on the Life of Our Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ. By the Rev. Peter Young, MJl. Second 
Edition, improved. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 1/. Is. Antique 
calf, 1^. les. Morocco, Hayday, 21. 

Short Sunday Evenin? Readings, Selected and Abridged from 
various Authors by the Dowager Coonteas of Cawdor. In large type. 
8vo. 5s. 
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A Commentary on the Gospels for the Sundays and other Holy 
Days of the Christian Year. By the Rev. W. Denton, A.M., Worcester 
College, Oxford, and Incnmbent of St. Bartholomew's, Cripplegate. 
8vo. Vol. 1. Advent to Easter, ISs. Vol. II. Easter to the Sixteenth 
Sondaj after Trinity, 14«. 

Lights of the Morning : or, Meditations for every Day in the 

Year. From the Cterman of Frederic Amdt. With a Preface by the 
Bev. W. C. Magee, D.D. Fcap. 8to. Advent to Whitsuntide, 5s. (hf. 
Trinity, 5s, 6(L 

The Second Adam, and the New Birth ; or, the Doctrine of Bap- 
tism as contained in Holy Scripture. By the Bev. M. F. Sadler, M.A. 
Vicar of Bridgewater, Author of " The Sacrament of Responsibility." 
Thtrd Edition^ greatly enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. Qd. 

The Sacrament of Responsibility ; or, Testimony of the Scriptore 
to the teaching of the Church on Holy Baptism, with especial reference to 
the Cases of Infants, and Answers to Objections. iXxth Edition, 6d. 

Popular Illustrations of some Remarkable Events recorded in the 
Old Testament. By the Rev. J. F. Dawson, LL.B., Rector of Toynton. 
Post 8vo. 8s. ed. 

The Acts and Writings of the Apostles. By C. Pickering 
Clarke, M. A., late Curate of Teddington. Post 8vo. Vol. I., with Map., 
7s. 6d. 

The Spirit of the Hebrew Poetry. By Isaac Taylor. Esq., Au- 
thor of " The Natural History of Enthusiasm," " Ultimate Civilisation," 
&c. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

The Wisdom of the Son of David : an Exposition of the First 
Nine Chapters of the Book of Proverbs. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

A Companion to the Authorized Version of the New Testament : 
being Explanatory Notes, together with Explanatory Observations and 
an Introduction. By the Rev. H. B. Hall, B. C. L. Second and cheaper 
Edition, revised and enlax^ed. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. Qd. 

A History of the Church of England from the Accession of 
James II. to the Rise of the Bangorian Controversy in 1717. By the 
Rev. T. Debary, M.A. 8vo. 14s. 

A Treatise on Metaphysics in Connection with Revealed Beligion. 
By the Rev. J. H. MacMahon. 8vo. 14s. 

Aids to Pastoral Visitation, selected and arranged by the Bev. 
H. B. Browning, M.A., Curate of St. George, Stamford. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 3s. M. 

Remarks on Certain Offices of the Church of England, popularly 

termed the Occasional Services. By the Rev. W. J. Dampier. \2mo. U. 

The Sympathy of Christ. Six Readings for the Sundays in Lent, 
or for the Days of the Holy Week. By the Rev. W. J. Dampier, M JL, 
Vicar of Coggeshall. Second Edition. 18mo. 2s. M. 
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Reasons of Faith ; or, the Order of the Christian Argument de- 
veloped and explained. By the Bev. G. S. Drew, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. As. M. 

Charles and Josiah ; or. Friendly Conversations between a Church- 
man and a Quaker. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

Papers on Preaching and Public Speaking. By a Wykehamist. 
Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

This volume is an enlargement and extension, with corrections, of the 
Papers which appeared in Uie ** Guardian " in 1858-9. 

The Speaker at Home. Chapters on Public Speaking and Reading 
aloud, by the Rev. J. J. Halcombe, M.A., and on the Physiology of Speech, 
by W. H. Stone, M.A., M.B. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3*. 6d. 

The English Churchman's Signal. By the Writer of " A Plain 

Word to the Wise in Heart." Fcap. 8vo. 2«. 6rf. 

A Plain Word to the Wise in Heart on our Duties at Church, and 
on our Prayer Book. Fourth Edition. Sewed, Is. dd. 

Readings on the Morning and Evening Prayer and the Litany. 
By J. S. Blnnt. Second Edition^ enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Confirmation. By J. S. Blunt, Author of " Readings on the 
Morning and Evening Prayer," &c. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life after Confirmation. By the same Author. 18mo. 1«. 

The Book of Psalms (Prayer Book Version). With Short Head- 
ings and Explanatory Notes. By the Rev. Ernest Hawkins, B.D., Pre- 
bendary of St. Paul's. Second and cheaper Edition^ revised and enlarged^ 
Fcap. 8vo., cloth limp, red edges, 2s. 6a. 



Family Prayers :— containing Psalms, Lessons, and Prayers, for 
every Morning and Evening in the Week. By the Rev. Ernest Hawkins, 
B.D., Prebendary of St. Paul's. Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. la. ; sewed, di. 



Household Prayers on Scriptural Subjects, for Four Weeks. 
With Forms for various occasions. By a Member of the Church of Eng- 
land. Second Edition^ enlarged. 8vo. 4s. ed. 

Forms of Prayer adapted to each Day of the Week. For use 
in Families or Households. By the Rev. John Jebb, D.D., 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Walton's Lives of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, and San- 
derson. A New Edition, to which is now added a Memoir of Mr. Isaae 
Walton, by William Dowling, Esq. of the Inner Temple, Barrister-at- 
Law. With Illustrative Notes, numerous Portraits, and other Engrav- 
ings, Index, &c. Crown 8vo. lOs. Qd. Calf antique, 155. Morocco, 18« 

The Life of Martin Luther. By H. Worsley, M. A., Rector of 

Easton, Suffolk. 2 vols. 8vo. 1/. 4s. 

Civilization considered as a Science in Relation to its Essence, its 
Elements, and its End. By Qeorge Harris, F.S.A., of the Middle Temple, 
Barrister at Law, Author of *' The Life of Lord Chancellor Hardwicke." 
8vo. I2s. 
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The Church Hymnal, (with or without Psalms.) 12mo. Large 
Type, Is. 6d. 18mo. Is. d2mo. for Parochial Schools, Qd. 

This hook is now in use in every English Diocese, and is the Authorized 
Book in some of the Colonial Dioceses. 

Three Lectures on Archbishop Cranmer. By the Rev. C. J. 
Burton, M.A., Chancellor of Carlisle. 12mo. 3*. 

Church Reading : according to the method advised by Thomas 
Sheridan. By the Rev. J. J. Halcombe, M.A. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

The Kafir, the Hottentot, and the Frontier Farmer. Passages 
of Missionary Life from the Journals of the Ven. Archdeacon Merriman. 
Illustrated. Fcap. 8to. Bs. ed. 

Lectures on the Tinnevelly Missions. By the Rev. Dr. Caldwell, 
of £deyenkoody. Crown Svo. 2s. Qd, 

The " Cruise of the Beacon." A Narrative of a Visit to the 
Islands in Bass's Straits. By the Right Bev. the Bishop of Tasmania. 
With Illustrations. Crown Svo. 5s. 

\* Messrs. Bell and Daldy are agents for all the other Publications of 
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts. 

Authentic Memoirs of the Christian Church in China. By John 
Laurence de Mosheim, Chancellor of the University of G&ttingen. 
Translated from the German. Edited, with an Introduction and notes, 
by Richard Gibbingg, B.D., Rector of Tessanran, and Vicar of Ferbane, 
in the Diocese of Meath. Ss. 6d. 

Giles Witheme ; or. The Reward of Disobedience. A Village 
Tale for the Young. By the Rev. J. P. Parkinson, D.C.L. Sixth 
Edition. Illustrated by the Rev. F. W. Mann. Super-royal lOmo. 1*. 
Cloth, gilt edges, 2s. ed. 

The Disorderly Family ; or, the Village of R ♦♦*♦.' A Tale for 
Young Persons. In Two Parts. By a Father. Qd. ; Cloth, gilt edges, Ix. 

The Offertory : the most excellent way of contributing Money 
for Christian Purposes. By J. H. Markland, D.C.L., F.R.S., 8.A. Ss- 
cond Edition^ enlarged, 2d. 




By the Rev. J. Erskine Cla&ke, of Derby, 

EART Music, for the Hearth-Ring 5 the Street-Walk ; 
the Country Stroll; the Work-Hours; the Rest-Day; tht 
Trouble-Time. New Edition. Is. paper; Is. td. cloth limp. 

The Giant's Arrows. A Book for the Children of 

Working People. 16mo. 6cf. ; cloth. Is. 

Children at Church. Twelve Simple Sermons. 2 vols. \s, each ; 
1*. 6d. cloth, gilt ; or together in 1 vol. cloth gilt, 2s. 6rf. 

Little Lectures for Little Folk. 16mo. U, 

Plain Papers on the Social Economy of the People. Fcap. Svo. 
2s. Qd. 

No. 1. Recreations of the People.— No. 2. Penny Banks.— No. 8. La- 
bourers' Clubs and Working Men's Refreshment Rooms.— No. 4. Children 
•f the People. M. each. 
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Efft Bebottonal Ht&rars* 

Edited by the Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D.D., Dean of Chichester. 

A Series of Works, original or selected firom vrell-known Chnrch of Eng- 
land Divines, published at the lowest price, and suitable, from 
their practical character and cheapness, for 
Parochial distribution. 

^ HORT Meditations for Every Day in the Year. 2 vols. 
(1260 pages,) 32mo. Cloth, 5s.; calf, gilt edges, 9s. Calf 
antique, I2s. 

In Separate Parts. 
ADVENT to LENT, cloth. Is. ; limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6rf. ; 
LENT, cloth, 9d. ; calf, 2s. Sd. EASTER, cloth, 9rf. ; calf, 2s. dd. TRI- 
NITY, Part I. Is. ; calf, 2s. 6d. TRINITY, Part II. Is. ; calf, 2s. 6rf. 
%* Large Paper Edition, 4 vols. fcap. 8vo. large type. lis. Morocco, 30s. 

The Christian taught by the Church's Services. (490 pages), 
royal 32mo. Cloth, 2s. 6d. ; calf, gilt edges, 4s. 6d. Calf antique, 6s. 

In Separate Parts. 
ADVENT TO TRINITY, cloth. Is. ; limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6rf. TRI- 
NITY, cloth, Sd. ; calf, 2s. 2d. MINOR FESTIVALS, Sd. ; calf, 2s. 2d. 
\* Large Paper Edition, Fcap. 8vo. large type. 6s. 6d. Calf antique, or 
morocco, lis. 6d. 

Devotions for Domestic Use. 32mo. cloth, 2«.; calf, gilt edges, 
4s. Calf antique, 5s. 6d. Containing : — 

The Common Prayer Book the best Companion in the Family as well 

OS in the Temple. 3d. 
Litanies for Domestic Use, 2d. 
Family Prayers ; or. Morning and Evening Services for every Day in 

the Week. By the Bishop of Salisbury ; cloth, 6d. ; calf, 2s. 
Bishop Hall's Sacred Aphorisms. Selected and arranged with the 
Texts to which they refer. By the Rev. R. B. Exton, M.A. ; cloth, 9d. 
\* These are arranged together as being suitable for Domestic Use ; but 
they may be had separately at the prices affixed. 

Aids to a Holy Life. First Series. 32mo. Cloth, 1«. 6<2. 3 calf, 

gilt edges, 3s. 6d. Calf antique, 5s. Containing : — 

Prayers for the Young. By Dr. Hook, ^. 

Pastoral Address to a Young Communicant. By Dr. Hook, hL 

Helps to Self-Examination. By W. F. Hook, D.D., ^. 

Directions for Spending One Day Well. By Archbishop Synge, ^ 

Rules for the Conduct of Human Life. By Archbishop Sjmge. Id. 

The Sum of Christianity, wherein a short and plain Account is given 
of the Christian Faith ; Christian's Duty ; Christian Prayer ; Chris- 
tian Sacrament. By C. Ellis, Id. 

Ejaculatory Prayer; or, the Duty of Offering up Short Prayers to God 
on all Occasions. By R. Cook. 2d. 

Prayers for a Week. From J. Sorocold, 2d. 

Companion to the Altar ; being Prayers, Thanksgivings, and Medita^ 
tions. Edited by Dr. Hook. Cloth, 6rf. 
\* Any of the above may be had for distribution at the prices affixed; they 
are arranged together as being suitable for Young Persons and for I^i- 
vate Devotion. 
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The Devotional Library continued. 

Aids to a Holy Life. Second Series. 32mo. Cloth, 25. ; calf, 
gilt edges, As. Calf antique, bs. 6d. Containing : — 
Holy Thoughts and Prayers, arranged for Daily Use on each Day in 

the Week, 3d. 
The Retired Christian exercised on Dirine Thoughts and Heavenly 

Meditations. By Bishop Ken. Zd. 
Penitential Reflections for the Holy Season of Lent, and other Days of 

Fasting and Abstinence during the Year. 6d. 
The Crucified Jesus; a Devotional Commentary on the XXII and 

XXIII Chapters of St. Luke. By A. Homeck, D.D. Sd. 
Short Reflections for every Morning and Evening during the Week. 

By N. Spinckes, 2d. 
The Sick Man Visited ; or, Meditations and Prayers for the Sick Room. 
By N. Spinckes, 3d. 
\* These are arranged together as being suitable for Private Meditation and 
Prayer : they may be had separately at the prices affixed. 

Helps to Daily Devotion. 32mo. Cloth, 8<i. Containing: — 
The Sum of Christianity, Id. 
Directions for spending One Day Well, ^. 
Helps to Self-£xamination, ^. 
Short Reflections for Morning emd Evening, 2d. 
Prayers for a Week, 2d. 
The History of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ; in Three 
Parts, with suitable Meditations and Prayers. By W. Reading, M.A. 
32mo. Cloth, 2s. ; calf, gilt edges, 4s. Calf antique, 5s. 6d. 

Hall's Sacred Aphorisms. Selected and arranged with the Texts 
to which they refer, by the Rev. R. B. Exton, M.A. S2mo. cloth, 9d. ; 
limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 3d. 

Devout Musings on the Book of Psalms. 2 vols. 32mo. Cloth, 
5s. ; calf, gilt edges, 9s. ; calf antique, 12s. Or, in four parts, price Is. 
each ; limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

The Church Sunday School Hymn Book. d2mo. cloth, 8</. ; calf, 
gilt edges, 2s. ed. 
\* A Large Paper Edition for Prizes, &c. Is. 6d. ; calf, gilt edges, 3s. M. 




[ HORT Meditations for Every Day in the Year. Edited 
by the Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. New Edition. 4 vols, 
fcap. 8vo., large tyi>e, 14s. ; morocco, 30s. 

The Christian taught hy the Church's Services. Edited 
by theVery Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. New Edition, fcap. 8vo. large type. 
6«. ed. Antique calf, or morocco, lis. 6d. 

Holy Thoughts and Prayers, arranged for Daily Use on each 
Day of the Week, according to the stated Hours of Prayer. J^^th Edition, 
with additions. 16mo. Cloth, red edges, 2s. ; calf, gilt edges, 8s. 

A Companion to the Altar. Bein^ Prayers, Thanksgiyines, and 
Meditations, and the Office of the Holy Communion. Edited by uie Very 
Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. Second Edition. Handsomely printed in red 
and black. 32mo. Cloth, red edges, 2s. Morocco, Ss. ed. 

The Church Sunday School Hymp Book. Edited by W. F. 
Hook, D.D. Large paper. Cloth, Is. 6d. ; calf, gilt edges, 8s. ed. 
*t* For ckeap editions of the above Five Books, see List of the Devotional 
Library. 
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EDUCATIONAL BOOKS. 

A Series of Greek and Latin Anthon. With English Notes. 8to. Edited 
by varioDS Scholars, nnder the direction of Q. lA>ng, Esq., M.A., Classical 
Lecturer of Brighton College : and the late Rev. A. J. Macleane, M.A., 
Head Master of King Edward's School, Bath. 

ESCHYLUS. By F. A. Paley, M.A. 18*. 

Cicero's Orations. Edited by G. Long, M.A. 4 yoIs. 
Vol. 1. 16*.; Vol. II. 14*; Vol. III. 18».; Vol. IV. 18*. 

Demosthenes. By K. Whiston, M.A., Head Master of Rochester 
Grammar School. Vol. I. 18». Vol. II. preparing. 

Euripides. By E. A. Faley, M.A. 3 vols. 16«. each. 

Herodotas. By J. W. Blakesley, B.D., late Fellow and Tutor of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. 2 vols. 32*. 

Hesiod. By F. A. Paley, M. A. 10*. ed. 

Homer. By F. A. Paley, M. A. Vol. I. [Preparing, 

Horace. By A. J. Macleane, M.A. 18*. 

JuTenal and Persius. By A. J. Macleane, M.A. 14*. 

Plato. By W. H. Thompson, M.A. Vol I. [Preparing. 

Sophocles. ByF.H.Blaydes,M.A. Vol.1. 18s. YollI, preparing. 

Terence. By E. St. J. Parry, M. A., Balliol College, Oxford. 18*. 

Virgil. By J. Conington, M.A., Professor of Latin at Oxford. 
Vol. I. containing the Bncolics and Gteorgics. 12*. Vol. II. nearly ready. 



A Series of Greek and Latin Authors. Newly Edited, with English 
Notes for Schools. Fcap. 8to. 

CAESARIS Commentarii de Bello Gallico. Second 
Edition. By G. Long, M JL. 5*. M. 

Caesar de Bello Gallico, Books 1 to 3. With English 
Notes for Junior Classes. By G. Long, M.A. 2*. Qd. 

M. Tullii Ciceronis Cato Major, Sive de Senectute, Laelius, Sive 
de Amicitia, et Epistolae Selectae. By G. Long, M.A. 4*. 6c;. 

Quinti Horatii Flacci Opera Omnia. By A. J. Macleane, 6*. 6rf. 

Juvenalis Satirae XVL By H. Prior, M.A. (Expurgated 
Edition). 4*. 6(2. 
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Grammar- Schocl Classics continued, 

P. Ovidii Nasonis Fastorum Libri Sex. By P. A. Paley. 5#. 

C. Sallustii Crispi Catilina et Jugurtha. By G. Long, M.A. 5*. 

Taciti G«rmania et Agricola. By P. Frost, MA. 3«. 6d. 

Xenophontis Anabasis, with Introduction; Geographical and 
other Notes, Itinerary, and Three Maps compiled from recent surveys. 
By J. P. Macmichael, B.A. New Edition, bs. 

Xenophontis Cyropaedia. By G. M. Qorham, M.A., late Fellow 
of Trinity College, Cambridge, fe. 

Uniform voith the above. 
The New Testament in Greek. With English Notes and Prefaces 
by J. F. Macmichael, B.A. 730 pages. Is. Gd. 




(ttamfirftjge (Sreett anlr Eatin Cexte* 

This series is intended to supply for the use of Schools and Students cheap 
and accurate editions of the Classics, ^hich shall be superior in mechauicu 
execution to the small German editions now current in this country, and more 
convenient in form. 

The texts of the Bibliotheca Clnufdca and Grammar School Classics^ so far 
as they have been published, will he adopted. These editions have taken 
their place amongst scholars as valuable contributions to the Classical Litera- 
ture of this country, and are admitted to be good examples of the judicious 
and practical nature of English scholarship ; and as the editors have formed 
their texts from a careful examination of the best editions extant, it is believed 
that no texts better for general use can be found. 

The volumes will be well printed at the Cambridge University Press, in n 
16mo. size, and will be issued at short intervals. 

ESCHYLUS, ex novissima recensione F. A. PaJey. 3s. 

Caesar de Bello Gallico, recensuit G. Long, A.M. 2s. 

Cicero de Senectute et de Amicitia et Epistolse Selectie, 

recensuit G. Long, A.M. Is. 6(2. 

Euripides, ex recensione F. A. Paley, A. M. 3 toIs. 3s. 6<2. each. 
Herodotus, recensuit J. W. Blakesley, S.T.B. 2 vols. 7#. 
Horatius, ex recensione A.' J. Macleane, A.M. 2s. 6<f. 
Lucretius, recognovit H. A. J. Munro, A.M. 2s. 6c?. 

Sallusti Crispi Catilina et Jugurtha, recognovit G. Long, A.M. 

ls.6rf. 

Thucydides, recensuit J. G. Donaldson, S.T.P. 2 vols. 7s. 
Vergilius, ex recensione J. Conington, AM. 3i. 6(i. 
Xenophontis Anabasis recensuit J. F. Macmichael, A.B. 2s. 6<f. 

Novum Testamentum Graecum Textus Stephanici, 1550. Acce- 
dunt variae Lectiones editionum Bezae, Klzevu'i, Lachmanni, Tischen- 
dorfli, Tregellesii, curante F. H. Scrivener, A.M. 4s. M. 
Also, on 4to. writing paper, for MSS. notes. Half bound, gilt top, 21s. 
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dForeign Otlajesjesicjes* 

With English Notes for Schools. Uniform with the Grammar School 
Classics. Fcap. 8vo. 
J VENTURES de TeMmaque, par F^nelon. Edited by 
G. J. Delille. Second Edition^ revised. 4£. 6ci. 
Histoire de Charles XII. par Voltaire. Edited by 
L. Direj. /Second Edition^ revised. d«. 6d. 

Select Fables of La Fontaine. Third Edition, revised. Edited by 
F. Gasc, M.A. 3*. 

" None need now be afraid to introduce this eminently French author, 
either on account of the difficulty of translating him, or the occasional 
licence of thought and expression in which he indulges. The renderings 
of idiomatic passages are unusually good, and the purity of English per- 
fect." — Athmavm. 

Picciola, by X. B. Saintine. Edited by Dr. Dubuc. 3». 6d. 

This interesting story has been selected with the intention of providing 
for schools and young persons a good specimen of contempora^ French 
Jiterature, free from the solecisms which are frequently met with in writers 
of a past age. 

Schiller's Wallenstein, complete Text. With Notes, &c. by Dr. 
A. Buchheim. 6s 6d. 




(ElMmBl CaiUjes* 8vo. 

OTABELIA Qusedam : or, the principal tenses of such 
Irregular Ghreek Verbs and such elementary Greek, Latin, 
and French Constructions as are of constant occurrence. Is. 6d. 
Greek Accidence. By the Rev. P. Frost, M. A. 1». 
Latin Accidence. By the Rey. P. Frost, M. A. Is, 
Latin Versification. Is, 
The Principles of Latin Syntax. Is. ' 

Homeric Dialect : its leading Forms and Peculiarities. By J. S. 
Baird, T.C.D. Is. Qd. 

A Catalogue of Greek Verbs, Irregular and Defective; their 
leading formations, tenses in use, and dialectic inflexions ; with a copious 
Appendix, containing Paradigms for conjugation, Rules for formation of 
tenses, &c. &c. By X. S. Baird, T.C.D. New Edition, revised. Zs. Qd. 

Richmond Rules to form the Ovidian Distich, &c. By J. Tate, 
M.A. New EdUion, revised. Is. 6d. 




N Atlas of Classical Geography, containing 24 Maps ; 
constructed by W. Hughes, and edited by G. Long. New Edi- 
Hon, with coloured outlines, and an Index of Places. 12s, 6d, 

A Grammar School Atlas of Classical Geography. The 
Maps constructed by W. Hughes, and edited by G. Long. Imp. 8vo. 6s, 

First Classical Maps, with Chronological Tables of Grecian and 
Roman History, Tables of Jewish Chronology, and a Map of Palestine. 
By the Rev. J. Tate, M.A. Third Edition. Imp. 8vo. 7s. ed. 
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The Choephorae of ^schy]us and its Scholia. Revised and in- 
terpreted by J. F. Davies, Esq., B.A., Trin. Coll., Dublin. 8vo. Is. 6d. 

Homer and Endish Metre. An Essay on the Translating of the 
Iliad and Odyssey. With a Literal Rendering in the Spenserian 
Stanza of the First Book of the Odyssey, and Specimens of the Iliad, 
William G. T. Barter, Esq., Author of " A Literal Translation, in Spen- 
serian Stanza, of the Iliad of Homer." Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

Auxilia Graeca : containing; Forms of Parsing and Greek Trees, 
the Greek Prepositions, Rules of Accentuation, Greek Idioms, &c. &c. 
By the Rev. H. Fowler, M.A. 12mo. Ss. 6d. 

A Latin Grammar. By T. Hewitt Key, M.A., F.RS., Professor 
of Comparative Ghrammar, and Head Master of the Junior School, in 
University College. Third Edition^ revised. Post 8vo. 8«. 

A Short Latin Grammar, for Schools. By T. H. Key, M.A., 
F.R.S. Third Edition. Post Svo. Ss.6d. 

Latin Accidence. Consisting of the Forms, and intended to pre- 
pare boys for Key's Short Latin Ghrammar. Post Svo. 2s. 

A First Cheque Book for Latin Verse Makers. By the Eev. 
F. Gretton, Stamford Free Grammar School. Is. Sd. Key, 2s. Qd. 

Beddenda ; or Passages with Parallel Hints for translation into 
Latin Prose and Verse. By the Rev. F. £. Ghretton. Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. 

Rules for the Genders of Latin Nouns, and the Perfects and Su- 
pines of Verbs ; with hints on Construing, &c. By H. Haines, M.A. Is. 6d. 

Latin Prose Lessons. By the Rev. A, Church, M.A., one of the 
Masters of Merchant Taylors' School. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d. 

Materials for Latin Prose Composition. By the R«v. P. Frost, 
M.A., St. John's College, Cambridge. Second Edition. l2mo.2s.6d. Key,tt. 

Materials for Greek Prose Composition. By the Rev. P. Frost, 
M.A. Fcap. Svo. 3s. ed. Key to ditto. 5s. 

The Works of Virgil, closely rendered into English' Rhythm, and 
illustrated from British Poets of the 16th, 17th, and 18th Centuries. By 
the Rev. R. C. Singleton, M.A. 2 vols, post Svo. ISs. 

Quintus Horatius Flaccus. Dlustrated with 50 Engravings from 

the Antique. Fcap. Svo. 5s. Morocco, 9s. 
Selections from Ovid : Amores, Tristia, Heroides, Metamorphoses. 

With English Notes, by the Rev. A. J. Macleane, M.A. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6tf. 

Sabrinae Corolla in hortulis Regiae Scholae Salopiensis con- 
texuemut tres viri floribus legendis. EditioMtera. Svo. 12s. Morocco, 21s. 

Rudimentary Art Instruction for Artisans and others, and for 
Schools. FREEHAND OUTLINE. Part I. Outlinb f&om Outlihk, 
or fi:om the Flat. 3s. Part II. Outline from Objscts, or from the 
Round. 4s. By John Bell, Sculptor. Oblong 4to. 

A Graduated Series of Exercises in Elementary Algebra, with an 
Appendix containing Papers of Miscellaneous Examples. Designed for 
the Use of Schools. By the Rev. G. F. Wright, M.A., Mathematical 
Master at Wellington College. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. 

The Elements of Euclid. Books I.— VI. XI. 1—21 : XH. 1,2; 
a new text, based on that of Simson, with Exercises. Edited by H. J 
Hose, late Mathematical Master of Westminster School. Fcap. 4s. td. 
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A Gradaated Series of Exercises on the Elements of Euclid : 
Books I.— VI.; XI. 1—21 ; XII. 1, 2. Selected aud arranged by Henry 
J. Hose, M.A. 12mo. 1*. 

The Enunciations and Figures belonging to the Propositions in 
the First Six and part of the Eleventh Books of Euclid's Elements, 
(usaally read in the Universities,) ^epared for Students in Geometry. 
By the Rev. J. Brasse, D.D. New Edttion. Fcap. 8vo. U. On cards, 
in case, 5s. 6d. ; without the Figures, 6d. 

A Compendium of Facts and Formulae in Pure and Mixed 
Mathematics. For the use of Mathematical Students. By Q. R. 
Smalley, B.A., F.R.A.S. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6rf. 

A Table of Anti-Logarithms ; containing to seven places of deci- 
mals, natural numbers, answering to all Logarithms from '00001 to '99999 ; 
and an improved table of Gauss' Logarithms, by which may be found the 
Logarithm of the sum or difference of two quantities. With an Appendix* 
containing a Table of Annuities for three Joint Lives at 3 per cent. Car- 
lisle. By H. E. Filipowski. T/urd Edition. 8vo. I5s. 

Handbook of the Slide Rule : showing its applicability to Arith- 
metic, including Interest and Annuities ; Mensuration, including Land 
Surveying. With numerous Examples and useful Tables. By W. H. 
Bayley, H. M. East India Civil Service. 12mo. 6$. 

The Mechanics of Construction ; including the Theories on the 
Strength of Materials, Roofs, Arches, and Suspension Bridges. With 
numerous Examples. By Stephen Fenwick, Esq., of the Royal Military 
Academy, Woolwich. 8vo. 12s. 




A Nbw Fhench Course, by Mons. F. E. A. Gasc, MA. 

Fretich Master £U Brighton College. 

E Petit Compagnon: a JFrench Talk-book for Little 
Children. With 52 Illustrations. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 

First French Book ; bein? a New, Practical, and Easy 
Method of Learning the Elements of the French Language. 
New J^ition. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 6d. 
French Fables, for Beginners, in Prose, with an Index of all the 

words at the end of the work. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 
Second French Book ; being a Granmiar and Exercise Book, on 
a new and practical plan, exnibiting the chief peculiarities of the French 
Language, as compared with the English, and intended as a sequel to the 
** Furst French Book." Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6rf. 

A Key to the First and Second French Books. Fcap. 8vo. 3». 6d. 

Histoires Amusantes et Instructives ; or, Selections of Complete 
Stories from the best French Authors, who have written for the Young. 
With English Notes. New Edition. Fcap. 8to. 2s. 6d. 

Practical Guide to Modern French Conversation : containing : — 
I. The most current and useful Phrases in Every-Day Talk ; II. Every- ^ 
body's Necessary Questions and Answers in Travel-Talk. Fcap. 2s. 6rf. 

French Poetry for the Young. With English Notes, and pre- 
ceded by a few plain Rules of French Prosody. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

i^terials for French Prose Composition ; or. Selections from the 
best English Prose Writers. With copious Foot Notes, and Hints for 
Idiomatic Renderings. New Edition, Fcap. 8vo. 4s. &f. Key, 6s. 
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HE French Drama ^ bein? a Selection of the best Tra- 
gedies and Comedies of Moli^re, Racine, P. Gomeille, T. 
Corneille, and Voltaire. With Arguments in English at the 
head of each scene, and Notes, Critical and Explanatory, bj 
A. Gombert. 18mo. Sold separately at 1^. each. Half- 
bonnd, Is. 6d. each. 



Le Misanthrope. 

L'Avare. 

Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme. 

Le TartnfPe. 

Le Malade Imaginaire. 

Les Femmes Sarantes. 

Les Fonrberies de Scapin. 



COMBDISS BT MOLIEBS. 

Les Precienses Ridicules. 
L'Ecole des Femmes. 
L'Ecole des Maris. 
Le Medecin Malgr£ Lni. 
M. de Pouceaognac. 
Amphitryon. 



T&AOBOIKS, &C. B7 BACINE. 



La Th4ba¥de, 




Bajazet. 


Ennemis. 




Mithridate. 


Alexandre le Grand. 


Iphig6nie. 


Andromaque. 




Les Plaideurs 


(Com.) 


Esther.' 


Britannicns. 




Athalie. 


Berenice. 








TBAGBOIES, &C. BT P. CORNEILLB. 


LeCid. 




Pomp^e. 


Horace. 






Cinna. 




BT T. COBNBIILE 


Polyeucte. 




Ariane. 




PLATS BT VOLTAIRE. 


Bmtus. 




Le Fanatisme. 


Zaire. 




Merope. 

La Mort de Cesar. 


Alzire. 




Orestes. 




Semiramis. 



Le Nouveau Tr^sor : or, French Student's Companion : designed 
to facilitate the Translation of English into French at Sight. Thirteenth 
Editim, vrith Additions. By M. E*** S*»***. 12mo. Roan, Zs. W. 

A Test-Book for Students: Examination Papers for Students 
preparing 'for the Universities or for Appointments in the Army and 
Civil Service, and arranged for General Use in Schools. By the Rev. 
Thomas Stantial, M.A., Head Master of the Grammar School, Bridg- 
water. Part L — History and Geography. 2s. 6d. Part II. — Language 
and Literature. 2s. 6d. Part III. — Mathematical Science. 2s. 6d. Part 
rV. — Physical Science. Is. 6d. Or in 1 vol.. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Tables of Comparative Chronoloey, illustrating the division uf 
Universal History into Ancient, Medisval, and Modem History; and 
containing a System of Combinations, distingnished by a particular type, 

^ to assist the Memory in retaining Dates. By W. £. Bickmore and the 

^ Rev. C. Bickmore, M.A. Third Edition. 4to. 6». 

A Course of Historical and Chronological Instruction. By W. 
E. Bickmore. 2 Parts. 12mo. 35. M. each. 

A Practical Synopsis of English History : or, A General Sum- 
mary of Dates and Events for the use of Schools, and Candidates for Public 
Bzaminations. By Arthur Bowes. Third Edibien, enlarged. 8vo. 2*. 
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The 1862 Edition of Under Grovemment : an Official Key to the 
Civil Service, and Guide for Candidates seeking Appointments under the 
Crown. By J. C. Parkinson, Inland Revenue, Somerset House. New 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3«. 6d. 

Government Examinations ; bein^ a Companion to ** Under 
Ooverument," and a Guide to the Civil Service Examinations. By J. C. 
Parkinson. Crown 8vo. 2s. Qd. 

The Student's Text-Book of English and General History, from 

B. c. 100 to the present time. With Genealogical Tables, and a Sketch 
of the English Constitution. By D. Beale. Sixth Edition, Post 8vo. 
Sewed, 25. Cloth, 2s. Qd. 

" This is very much in advance of most works we have seen devoted to 
similar purposes. We can award very hifh praise to a volume which 
may prove invaluable to teachers and taught." — Athentewn. 

The Elements of the English Language for Schools and Colleges. 
By Ernest Adams, Ph. D. University College School. New Edition^ en- 
larged^ and i'lproved. Crown 8vo. 4«. 6d. 

The Geographical Text-Book 5 a Practical Geography, calculated 
to facilitate the study of that useful science, by a constant reference to 

the Blank Maps. By M. E . . . S 12mo. 2s. 

II. The Blank Maps done up separately. 4to. 2s. coloured. 

The Manual of Book-keeping ; by an Experienced Clerk. 12mo. 

Eighth Edition, 45. 

Double Entry Elucidated. By B. W. Foster. 4to. 8». 6d. 

Penmanship, Theoretical and Practical, Illustrated and Explained 
By B. F. Foster. I2mo. New Edition. 2s. 6d. 

Goldsmith's (J.) Copy Books : five sorts, large, text, round, small, 
and mixed. Post 4to. on flue paper. Qs. per dozen. 

The Young Ladies' School Record : or. Register of Studies and 
conduct. I2mo. 6d, 

Welchman on the Thirty -nine Articles of the Church of England, 
with Scriptural Proofs, &c. 18mo. 2s. or interleaved for Students, 3s. 

Bishop Jewel's Apology for the Church of England, with his 
famous Epistle on the Council of Trent, and a Memoir. 32mo. 2x. 

A Short Explanation of the Epistles and Gospels of the Christian 
Year, with Questions for Schools. Royal 32mo. 2s. 6d. ; calf, 4s. Qd, 

Manual of Astronomy : a Popular Treatise on Descriptive, Phy- 
sical, and Practical Astronomy. By John Drew, F.B.A.S. Second JSm- 
tion. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

The First Book of Botany. Being a Plain and Brief Introduction 
to that Science for Schools and Young Persons. By Mrs. Loudon. U- 
lustrated with 36 Wood Engravings. Second Edition. 18mo. is. 

English Poetry for Classical Schools ; or, Florilegium Poeticum 
Anglicanum. 12mo. is. 6d. 
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Bell and Daldy's Illustbated School Bookb. 
Royal 16mo. 
CHOOL Primer. 6rf. 
School Reader. Is. {Shortly, 

Poetry Book for Schools. \s. 




CouRfiB or Instkuction for the Touno, by Horace 
Grant. 

XERCISES for the Improvement of the Senses ; for 
Young Children. 18mo. Is. 6rf. 

Geography for Young Children. New Edition. 18mo. 2s. 

Arithmetic for Young Children. New Edition, 18mo. Is. 6d. 

Arithmetic. Second Stage. New Edition, 18mo. Ss. 





PERIODICALS. 

OTES and Queries : a Medium of Intercommunication 
for Literary Men, Artists, Antiquaries, Genealogists, &c. 

Published every Saturday. 4to. id., stamped, 5d. 
Vols. I. to XII. Second Series now ready, 10s. ed. each. 
*«* (General Index to the First Series, 6s. 
Serond Series. Sewed 5s. ; cloth 6s. W. 



The Monthly Medley for Happy Homes. A New Miscellany 
for Children. Conducted by the U^y. J. Erskine Clarke. Price Id. 
' Volumes for I860 and 1861, Is. 6d. each. 

The Parish Magazine. Edited by J. Erskine Clarke, M.A., 
Derby. Monthly, price Id. Volumes for 1869, 1860, and 1861, Is. 6d. and 
2s. each. 

The Mission Field i a Monthly Record of the Proceedings of the 
Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. Vols. II. to VI. post 8vo. 3s. 
each. (Vol. I. is out of print.) Continued in Numbers, 2d, each. 

The Gospel Missionary. Published for the Society for the Pro- 
pagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts, Monthly at fd. Vols. II. to 
XI. in cloth. Is. each. (Vol. I. is out of print.) 

Missions to the Heathen ; being Records of the Progress of the 
Efforts made by the Socie^ for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign 
Parts for the Conversion of the Heathen. Published occasionally in a 
cheap form for distribution, at prices varying from Id. to Is. 9d, each. 
Nos. 1 to 43 are already published. 

Church in the Colonies, consisting chiefly of Journals by the 
Colonial Bishops of their Progress and Special Visitations. Published 
occasionally at prices varying from 2d. to Is. 6<f. each. Not. 1 to 87 are 
already published. 
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ILARKE'S COMMERCIAL COPY-BOOKS. 
Price 4<i. A liberal allowance to Schools and 
Colleges. 
The FiBST Copt- Book contains elementary tums^ with a broad 
c like a T, which divides a well-formed turn into two equal parts. This 
exercise enables the learner to judge of form, distance, and proportion. 

The SscoiTD contains large-hand letters, and the means by which snch 
letters may be properly combined ; the joinings in writing being probably as 
difficult to leam as the form of each character. This book also gives the whole 
alphabet, not in separate letters, bat rather as one vcord ; and, at the end of 
the idphabet, the difficult letters are repeated so as to render the writing of the 
pupil more thorough and uniform. 

The Third contains additional large-hand practice. 

The Fourth contains large-hand words, commencing with wiflourished 
capitals; and the words being short, the capitals in question receive the 
attention they demand. As Large, and Extra Large-text, to which the fingers 
of the learner are not equal, have been dispensed with in this series, the 
popular objection of having too many Copy-books for the pupil to drudge 
through, is now furly met. When letters are very large, the scholar cannot 
compass them without stopping to change the position of his hand, which 
destroys the freedom which such writing is intended to promote. 

The FiiTH contains the essentials of a useful kind of small-hand. There 
are first, as in large-hand, five easy letters of the alphabet, forming four 
copies, which of course are repeated. Then follows the remainder of the 
alphabet, with the difficult characters alluded to. The letters in this hand, 
especially the a, c, d, g, o, and q, are so formed that when the learner will 
have to correspond, his writing will not appear stiff. The copies in this book 
are not mere Large-hand reduced. 

The Sixth contains small-hand copies, with instructions as to the manner 
in which the pupil should hold his pen, so that when he leaves school he may 
not merely have s<Hne facility in copying, but really possess the information 
on the subject of writing which he may need at any future time. 

The Sbtkitth contains the foundation for a style of small-hand, adapted to 
females, moderately pointed. 

The Eishth contains copies for females ; and the holding of the pen is, of 
eourse, the subject to which they specially relate. 

This ISeries is specially adapted for those who are preparing for a commercial 
life. It is generally found wfien a boy leaves school thrit his writing is of such 
a character that it is some months before it is available for book-keeping or 
accounts. The special object of this Series of Copy -Books is to form his writing 
in such a style that he may be put to the work of a counting-house at once. By 
foUounng this course from the first the writing is kept free and legible, whilst it 
avoids unnecessary flourishing. 

Specimens of hand-writing after a short eourse may be seen on application t* 
the PvbUshers, 
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A SERIES OF SELECT WORKS OF 

FAVOURITE AUTHORS. 

HE intention of the Publishers is to produce a Series of 
Volumes adapted for general reading, moderate in price, 
compact and elegant in form, and executed in a style 
fitting them to be permanently preserved. 

They do not profess to compete with the so-called cheap Tolomes. 
They believe tnat a cheapness which is attained by the use of 
inferior type and paper, an4 absence of editorial care, and which 
results in volumes that no one cares to keep, is a &lse cheapness. 
Tliey desire rather to produce books superior in quality, and 
relatively as chea^. 

Each volume will be carefully revised by a competent editor, 
and printed at the Chiswick Press, on fine paper, with new type 
and ornaments and initial letters specially designed for the series. 

The Pocket Volumes will include all classes of Literature, both 
copyright and non-copyright ; — Biography, History, Voyages, 
Travels, Poetry, sacred and secular. Books of Adventure and 
Fiction. They will include Translations of Foreign Books, and 
also such American Literature as may be considered worthy of 
adoption. 

The Publishers desire to respect the moral claims of authors 
who cannot secure legal copyright in this country, and to re- 
munerate equitably those whose works they may reprint. 

The books will be issued at short intervals, in paper covers, at 
various prices, from Is. to 3s. Qd., and in cloth, top edge gilt, at 
6</. per volume extra, in half morocco, Roxburgh style, at Is. 
extra, in antique or best plain morocco (Hayday), at 4s. extra. 

Now Ready. 
White's Natural History of Selborne. 



3s. 



2s. ed. 



dgei 

The Robin Hood Ballads. 2s. 6d. 
The Midshipman. By Capt. Basil 

Hall,B.NT 3s. 
The Lieutenant and Commander. By 

the same Author. 3s. 
Southey's life of Nelson. 2s. 6d. 
George Herbert's Poems. 2s. 
Gteorge Herbert's Works. 3s. 
Longfellow's Poems. 2s. 6d. 
Lamb'sTales fit>m Shakspeare. 2s. ed. 
Milton's Paradise Lost. 2s. 6d. 
Milton's Paradise Regained and 

other Poems. 2s. 6d. 



Preparing. 
Sea Songs and Ballads. By Charles 

Dibdin, and others. 
Bums's Poems. 
Bums's Songs. 
Walton's Complete Angler. Illns- 

trated. 
The Conquest of India. By Capt. 

BasU Hall, B.N. 
Walton's Lives of Donne, Wetton 

Hooker, &c. 
Gray's Poems. 
Goldsmith's Poems. 
Goldsmith's Ticar of Wakefield. 
Henry Yaughan's Poems. 

And others. 
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